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ÞRroLoGUE 


 BySir Car Seroop Baronet. 


10 Janes on the ropes poor Poets fare, 3 
Le young , the reft in dunger art; 


This (one -wou'd thin) hon d make vur Authors warry 3 


1% Gumtſter-like the giddy fools miſcarry. 

4 lucky hand or two ſo tempts em on, 
They cannot leave off Play till they're undone. 
With modeſt fears a Muſe does firſt begin, 
like a young wench newly entic'd to . in: 


But tickl d once with praiſe, by. her good + EET an 
1 


The wanton fool wou'd never more lie ſtill. 
Tis an old miſtreſs you'll meet here to. night 


Whoſe charms you once have lookt on with Abe, 
But now of late f oa dirty drabs haue known you » * 

tter ſort's aſham 4 to own you. 
Nature well draws and ait muſt now give Place 


4 Muſe o tht 


To gawdy nonſence and to dull grimace: 
Vor is ir range that you ſhou'd like ſo much 
That kind of wit, for moſt of yours is ;ſuch. 


But Tm afraid that while to France we g __ 


To bring you home fine dreſſes , dance and ſhow: 


The ſtage like you will but more fohpiſh grow. 
of foreign wares why ſhoud we fetch the ſcum, _ : 


When we can be ſo richly ſerv d at home? 


For Heav'n be thank'd tis not ſo wiſe an age, . 


But your own follies may ſupply the fag. 
Tho' often plow'd , there's no great fear the fit 
Should barren grow by the too frequent toil ; 


While at your doors are to be daily found, - g 


Such loads of dung- hill to manure the ground. 


Tis by your Follies that we Players rive, 


As the Plyficians by difeaſes live. 
And as each year ſome new diſtemper reigns, 


Whaſe un poiſon _ t 5 their gains: 
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So among yon there flarts up. every: days 1 
Some new unheard of fool for us to play.  _ -- 
„„ hen for your own ſakes be not too ſevere, „ 

Nor what you all admire at home , damn here. 

Since each is fond of his own ugly face , GE IP 

5 8 os when Wwe « hold; its vrack « the geſt 
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with a Toile „ Cloaths laid ready. 


Enter . in es gown and ſlippers : with 185 
4 Notes in his hand made up „ NR Verſes. £ 


| 5 bell MANT. 


* 
* 
* 3 þ * of * 
* * 


> I | Then looking on the Nove. 
For Mrs, Loveit. = 
hen. a dull inſpi ting is a billet-doux written in cold 


43 | | blood. | | 


A Wee ns Room , PH. able * 


o 1 Ages had the 8 of spain, 5 
Made 10 Sun ſhine. on half the world in vain, 
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. THE MAN OF M o DEN. 97 
blood, after the heat of the buſineſs is over # It ig; 
tax upon good- nature, which I have here been oy 
ring to pay, and have done it; but with as muchr 


as ever Fanatick paid the Royal Aid, or Churchevi yo C 
*Twill have the fame fare I know that all my Notes ta beard 
ber have had of late, twill not be thought kind enough 9 
Faith Women are i'the right, when they jealoufly en Da 
mine our Letters, for in them we always firſt Fon 0. 
our decay of paſſion, .. Hay ! Who — Os 50 

| to tel 

to. Te 

kn, Handy, 1 

Handy. Sir. 1 Or, 

Dor. Call a Footman, tell y 
Handy. None of em are come yet. cat tl 

Dor. Dogs! will . noon il 27 
Handy. Tis all one, Sir; if they're up, you inculp Do 

em ſo, mins Aa re ever poaching atter whores all thy my | 
morning. who 
Dor. Take notice hens who's wanting in bi bead, 
duty; the next clap he gets he fhall rot $or an example. that f 
What vermin are ho e chattering without? King 

| Handy, Foggy Nan theoran e Woman, an ing * 
ee ee, age vr. 
Dor. Go, call in that over grown jade with the flasket = 

r 


of a before her; fruit is 9 in a morning. 
( [Exit lg told 1 


E is not that I love you leſs next 
Than when before your fees Li [ Fmter Or. Wow, Pay 
How now double - - rip , What news do you oe? Or 


or Mom. News! Here's the beſt fruit has comet y 
Town t'year. Gad I was up before four a clock this body 
morning, and bought all the choice i' the market, 5 
Dor. The naſty refuſe of your ſhop.,, 
Or. Wom. You need not make mouths at it ;1 aſſure 
you tis all culld Wage 


De. 


$&. FOPLING FLUTTER 7 

per. The Citizens buy better on a Holiday; in their 
walk to Totnam. | 

Or. Nom. Good or bad, "is all one; I derer knew 
vn commend any thing. Lord wou d the Ladies had 
heard you talk of. em as J have done. Here bid your 
Man give-me an Angel. [ Sets down the Fruit. 

Dor. Give the Bawd her fruit again. = 

Or. Mum. Well, on my conſcience, dene enn | 
the like of you... . God's my life, I had almoſt forgot _ 
to tell you, there is a young Gentlewoman lately come 
o Town with her mother, that is ſo taken with you: vw 

Dor. Is ſhe handſome ? 

Or. Worm. Nay „Se e e ne Women, 1 : 
tell you but ſo; 5 a hugeous fortune they lay. Here, 
at this Peach, it comes from the ſtone, tis enen | 
ay Newington y have tafted. 

Dar. | taking the Peach. ] This fine Woman ; Fil lay 
my lite, is ome awkward ill faſhion'd Country toad, 
who not having above four dozen of black hairs on her 
head, has adorn'd her baldneſs with a large white fruz, 
that ſhe may look ſparkiſhly in ithe fore front- of the 
King's box, at an old Play. | 

Or. Mam. Gad you'd change your note quicki#\if 
you did but ſee hot. | 5 | 

Dor. How came. ſhe to know me? | 

Or. Worm She faw you yeſterday at the * ſne 
told me, you came and old with the Woman at the > 
next ſhop. - 
Dor. I remember there was a Mack obſerv'd me in- 
deed. Fool'd' did ſhe ay. ? 
Or. Wam. Ay, I vo ſhe told me eventy thing 
off you Gid too, and acted with her head, and wich her 
his body, &o like you. . | 


* 
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Ae Dorimant myliſe, my joy , my ding 0 \ 
.be doſt 18885 LED, | _ 
A 4 | or | | 


8 THE MAN OF. e apa or; 81 
Or. Wom. Lord. „what a filthy trick theſe men hay 12. 
got ot killing one another! She fir or. I 
Med. Why do you ſuffer this cart load of ſcandal td Med. 
come near you; and make your neighbours think youll 0. N 
ſo improvident to need a awd? wit take 
Or. Mom. Good, now we ſhall have it, you dab ile, in 
want him to help you; come pay. me for my fruit. Dor. 
Med. Make us thankful for it huſwite ; Bawds ad or . 

as much out of faſhion as Gentlemen Uſhers; none he talk 
but old formal Ladies uſe the one, and none but foppiſhWMſfor you 
old ſtagers employ the other: go, you are an We he ſee. 
cant brandy botle. ud not 
Dor. Net's there you wang her, three Sw of odor. 
nary is her buſineſs. 1 
Or. Mom. What you leak Gentlemen. have be 


Por. To him, give him as good as he brings. Med. 
Or. Wom. Hang him, there's not ſuch another hea- Lady N 
then in the Town again, e it be the Shoemaker Or. 
without. Dor. 
Med. I ſhall ſee you hold up your land at the ber 1d 


+ "Out: Seſſions for murder, huſwife; that Shoemaker ef the 


can take his oath, you are in fee with the Doctorsto MI Dor. 
ſell green fruit to the Gentry; that the crudities oy of hun 


breed diſeaſes. | good a 

Or. Nom. Pray give me my money. : * 
Dor. Not a penny; when you bring ho Gentlews- Dor. 
man hither, you ſpoke of, you, ſhall be paid. Mer, 


Or. Wom. The Gentlewomän l the Gentlewoman! Wi ber 
may be as honeſt as your Siſters for ought as I know. Mctulleft 
Pray pay me, Mr. Dorimant, and do not abuſe me ſo; ¶ight b 
1 have an honefter way of living, you know it. oomple 
Med. Was there ever ſuch a reſty Bawdꝰ dove 

Dor. Some jades tricks ſhe has, but ſhe makes amends ¶ ind ti 


5 When ſhe s in good humour. Come, tell r me the _ pretty 


name, and Handy ſhall pay you. on the 
Or. Mom. I muſt not, the forbid me. bush, 
Dex. N a ſure ſign ſhe,wou'd 1 r your de 


Aled. 


— 


Med. Where does ſhe lire? 

or. Nom. They lodge at my bete 

Med. Nay , then ſhe's in a ho peful way. 

or. Worn. Good Mr. Medly , fay your pleaſureofr mez 
hut take heed how you iffont my houſe, - © God's my 
te, in a hopeful wa! 

Dor. Prithee, peace:what kind of Woman's the mother? 


he talks againſt the wild young men o'the town! As 
fr your part ſhe thinks you an arrant Devil; ſhou'd 
he ſee you, on my conſcience ſhe wou'd look if you 
ud not a cloven foot. | 

Dor. Does ſhe know me? 


hre been told her of you, and ſhe believes em all. 


lady Mood vil, and her daughter Harriet. 
Gr. Wom. The Devil's in him for gueſſing Ry think, 
Dor. Do you know em? 


o the forms and Avdities of the laſt age. 


Med. Why, firſt ſhe's an heireſs vaſtly rich. 
Dor. And handfome? 


n her I know not; but a year ago ſhe was the beau- 
tfulleſt creature I ever faw'; a fine; eaſie, clean ſhape, 


s retty pouting lips, with alittle moiſture ever hanging 
on them, that 1ook like the province roſe freſh on the 
buſh, ere the morning Sun has 22 a * 
Dor. . meer * 
F 
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Or Wom. A goodly grave Gentlewoman. Lord how 


Or. Wom. Only by hearfay 3 3.2 thouſind horrid bee - 
"Med. By the character, this ſhould be the famous 


Med. Both very well, the mother's a great adm: rer | 


Dor, An antiquated Beauty may be allow'd whavat 
of humour at the freedoms of the preſent. This is a 
good account of the mother; pray what is the dau plug | 


Mer. What alteration a twelve - month may have bred 


light brown hair in abundance; her features regular, her 
complexion clear and lively, large wanton eyes; but 
tboye all, a mouth that has made me kiſs it a thou- 
is Wind times in imagination; teeth white and even, aud 
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malie. Then ſhe's as wild as you 2 . and þ: 
à dem̃ureneſs in her looks, that makes it ſo 


8 2 judge came to viſit em, and the old man the eld m. 
fi e Rare upon her, and when be Galated ber iel 


have: not been wanting by their good examples , to gaun 
tenance the crying ſin o the nation. 


| Wu give you my fruit than ſlay to be adh th 
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St 

Or. Wom. Nay, gad he'tell 700 * Mg deli. we 
| 5218 creature. | 2 | Med. 
Dor. Has ſhe wit? f : 


_ Med. More than is VR 3 W muc 


Dor Fleſh and blood cannoa best this wy va a hard 0! 


to know her. Dor. 
Ade | wonder what rakes her mais bring n g 
up ta Town; an old doating Keeper cannot be m Med. 
| s of his Miſtreſs. : 


Or. pom. She made me laugh yelicrday; a 


heartily 3 who wau d think it ot N 3 59 | go 
_ Med. God a mercy. Judge. | | 
Dor. Do em right, the Gentlemen of elne Robe 


'Med. Come, on with your trappings, "ral that 
imagine. „ 

Dor. Call in the Shoomaker, Handy. _ 

Or. Mom. Good Mr. Dorimant pay me; Gal! 


focul mouth'd rogue; what you Gentlemen fay it mat Dor. 
ters not mach, but ſuch a 1 alen does one more Med 
race. Dor. 
Ko = Give * ten ilogs; 3 and be ſire you tellthy wderſt 
_ Young Gentlewoman 1 mult be acquainaed with her with a 
Or, Mom. Now do you long tobe demptinę this dreh bach a 
Ctasture. Well, Heavens mend 1%. peaſur 
Med, Farewel Bogg .. I Ex. Qs. Woman as to be { 
| Haply, den e when did yaw fox your i Meg 
* you call her, Mrs. Lowit ? miſchi 
Dar Nat theſe two dax £2 I'll abc 
_ Med. and . oc wb 

Dor. There has 1 _ an | 

2 


7 ©;  FOPLING FLUTTER x 
jþ we make a ſhift to hang together. 

Med. I wonder how her mighty ſpirit bears 55 5 
Dor. Ill enough on all conſcience ; ; ps knew ſo 
alent a creature. 

Med. She's the moſt paſſionate i in her Love, and the 
poſt extravagant in her Jealouſie of any Woman I ever 
kard of, What Note is that? 

Dor. An excuſe I am going to n for the args 
[am guilty of. 

Med. Prithee 4 it. 5 
Dor. Ne, but if you'll take ae pins your ar. : 


. 1 Medley 0 | 


„ 4 Lover of buſineſs , bug » BOW Thawe 4 inf 
an to hate it, ſonce it has kept me theſe e 
lung 90. I intend to wait upon ou in the, aſtermoam, 


nd in the pleaſure of your converſation, forges a4 7 thaw | 
ly fed 2 this tedious abſence. | 5 


This buſineſs of yours Dorimant has been wa" 2 1 
4 at the Play-houſe; I have had an eye on you IF 
me malicious body ſhou'd betray you, W es. 
wu d hardly make your peace with her. 
Dor. I deſire no better. | 
Med. Why, wou'd her knowledge of it obige you? © 
Dor. Moſt infinitely. Next to the coming to 2 
mderſtanding with a new Miſtreſs 2 1 love a quarrel 
with an old one; but the Devil's in't, there has heen 
luch a calm in my affairs ot late, I have not had the 
pleaſure of making a Woman ſo much as break her fan, 
o be fallen, or forſivear her ſelf theſe three days. 
Med. A very great misfortuue! Let me ſee, I love 
miſchief well engugh to forward 17 buſineſs my elk; 
Ill about it preſently, and though 1 . the wo 
of what y'ave done will {ct Thy a raving, LI hei 
ts litle with i invention 2 n her in a fit o the * 
| t * 


12 HE MAN OF MODE; or, 
tber, and be here again before y are ready. b 
1 Der. Pray ſtay , you may ſpare your? ſelf thelaboy 
4 the buſineis is undertaken already, 4 hin who w 
= manage it with as much addreſs , think with 

5 ' Little more malice than you can. 

'" Med. Who i'the Devils name can this be! 
| wie” Why the vizard, that very vizard you fawm 
Tritt, 

Med. Does ſhe love miſchief ſo well, asto betray he 
+ Felf to ſpight another? 
Dor. Not ſo neither, Medley „1 will make you com 
- prehend the myſtery. This maſque for a farther con 
firmation of what I have been theſe two days ſwenrin 
to her, made me yeſterday at the Play-houſe makehe 
a promiſe, before her tace, utterly to break off wit 
Loveit; and becauſe ſhe tenders my reputation, and wou 
not haye me do a barbarous thing, has contriv'da waj 
to give me a handſome occaſion, | 
Med. Very good. | | 

Dor. She intends about an bour er me, "this ae 
noon, to make Loveit a viſit, and having the' priviledge 
18 fp ton of a profeſs'd friendſhi p between em, to tall 

Of her concerns. | 

Med. Is ſhe a friend? 

Dor. Oh, an intimate friend! 

Med. Better and: better, pray proceed, > 

Dor. She means inſenſibly to inſinuate a diſcourle of 
me, and artificially raiſe her jealouſie to ſuch a height, 
that tranſp ne with the fixſt motions of her paſſion, 
ſhe ſhall me with all the fury imaginable, a: 
Don as 9985 [ enter: the quarrel being thus happily be- 

gun, I am to play my part, confeſs and juſtifie all my 

Foguery, ſwear her impertinence & ill humour makes 

her intoletable , „tax her with the next fop. that 

| comes into my head, and in a huff march away, 

Night her and leave her to be taken by whoſoever thinks 
I worth his time to lie down before her. 


— 


uu 


preſent 
Med. & 
"0 her { 
Dor. 
0 NO) 
Shoom. 
0 had a 
Med. 
nice vv 
[ Biſho 
oom 
t rem. 
m for 
Med. 
ö have 
ring ab 
7 gent! 
Shoom 
| uNTEAa 


Tr, 
tales her worthy of your ſelf, Dorman. 


Enter Handy , Schromaker, and Footman. 


* 


; flung down a diſh, if you do not mend your wai- 


fortune. | Handy, ſeal this, and let him run with 
rently. [Exit Handy and Footman: 
Med. Since y'arerefoly'd on a yen why do you 
nd her this kind note? 


bw now you drunken ſot ? D To the Shoomaker. 


i ad a bottle of ack of yours in my belly this fortnight. 


| Biſhop, and have you burn'd for an Atheiſt, 
Soom. Damn her, dung - hill, if her husband * 


im for a nuſance. 
Med. I adviſe you like a friend, reform your life 
u have brought the envy ofthe world upon you, by 


v gentile for a Shoomaker. 
Shoom. Zbud, I think you men of quality wil grow 
; unreaſonnable as the Women; you wou'd ingrois the 


t tare rail'd at by their betters 

Dor, Sirrah, II bave you ſtand ebe pilory for this 
bel. 

Shoom. Some of you 4 it, I'm fare; thers are 


mpoons. ö : 
Dor. ny e you rogue? i 


Sr. FOPLINGFLUTTER rn 
Med. This vizard is a ſpark, and ac eg, e, 5 


Dor. You rogue there, who "ANY like A dog that 5 
hp, I'le uncaſe you, and turn you loofe to the wheet 


Dor. To keep her at home in order to the buſineſs, 
Shoom. *Zbud, you have no reafon to talk, I have 
Med. The Orange Woman ſays, your neighbours take 
nice what a heathen you are, and deſign to inform 


remove her, ſhe ſtinks ſo, the Pariſh-intend'to indite | 
ing above your ſelf: whoring and {wearing are vices 5 


ns o'the nation; poor folks can no ſooner be wicked. 15 


many of em, that our journey men now adays in- 
tad of harmleſs ballads, bs. on bes our OE 


o 
* : 
. 
* <4 1 


- 
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next my heart now. 


* THE MAN OF MODE; or, 


-. $hoom. Nay, good Maſter, vvhy ſhou'd not you wii | 
your own commentaries, as well as Ceſare _ Med. 
Med. The raskal's read, I perceive. ur ho! 


 Shoom You know the old proverb, ale and hiſt jeep COT 
Dor. Draw on my ſhoes „ Sirrah, jaſon, | 
+ Shoom. Here's a ſhoe. ER 

Vor. Sits with more wrinkles than dere are © 
: angry bullies forehead. | 
oom. *Libud, as fmootkas your miltreſſes ali da, 

upon her; ſo, ſtrike. your foot in home *Zbud, ife'q 

2 Monſieur of em all make more faſhionable ware , | 

— content to have my ears hip d oft with my ow 
ing Knife. 

Med. And ſerv d up in aragouſt. inſtead of oorcom¾b 
to a company of french Shoomakers for a collation. 
Shoom. Hold, hold, damn em catterpillars, let em fee 

upon cabbage. nnn your health this mornin 


Dor. Go, get you ſome, and govern. your famil 
better; do not let your wle follow you to the alehouſe 
beat your whore ., and lead you home in triumph. 

Shoom. Zbud, there's never a man ith' Townlive 
more like a Gentlemims with his Wife, than I do. 
| never mind her motions; the never inquires into mine 
we ſpeak one to another civily, liate one another hear 
tily, and becauſe tis vulgar to lie and ſoak tagethe 
we have each of us our ſeveral ſettle bed. | 


Dor. Give him half a crown. | Bell 

. Med. Not without he will ee eee Fl and th 
Shoom Tope's the Word iche eye of the world, fo Dor 

n Maſters honcur, Robin. _ 
Dor. Do not debauch my Cerrantay Strep. | befor 
pre Sem. Looks 1 him the Wink, be knee an ale Fg 
5 Daub My ads ig. | Do! 
Med. Where ſhall we dine — | Land- 
Der, Where you, wills: hore c mes abr rden Wer 


* 
138 * * 3 
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"Ru Bella 


Bull. Your. Servant, Gentlemen. 


pur honorable Miſtreſs? tis not her intereſt you 
+ foie with men of Tenſe, who will beta 


5 I do not fear . Jo you but grant 


ne yours, for my 

Med. Though 0 "ave 8 us thiſerable by the want 
your good company ; to ſhow you I am free from 
lreſentment, may the beautiful cauſe of our misfortune , 


the WOT 

Bell. You with me in Heayen, but you believe x me 
m my journey to Hell. 

Med. You have a good 7 — faith, and that may 
untribute much toward your ſa F ation, I confeſs I am 


V its as I ride in my coach, cuckold , cuckold, with: 


Bell. Becauſe Religion makes ſome run mad, muſt L 
Ive an Atheiſt? | 


lit, who. may have money enough on his word, to 
nter into Bonds, and give judgments? . 


Bell, Preach no more on this text, Tam determin d, 
of und there is no hope of my conyerſion. 


tea Dor. Leave your unneceſſary idling; 4 waſp that's | 


buzzing about a inan noſe Ardiaber; , is not more trou- 
leſome that thou art. 
ale I To Handy who 4 16 lung about 2 
ke Hand. You love to have your cloaths hang juſt, Sir, 


Dor. I love to be well dreſs d, Sir; and think it no 


fandal to my underſtanding. 


an _ . 6 you we, the eee. or eme log. 


Mod. 1 Sir; 3 how will you wy WS this vide wo 
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ge you all the 3 joys happy Lovers have ſhar'd ever ſince 
d 


— 


hut of an untoward conſtitution, apt to have doubts and 5 
{ruples , „and in Love they are no leſs di iſtracting than 
n Religion. Were I ſo near marriage, I ſhould cry out 


v leſs fury than the mad fanatick does glory in Bet hleni. 


Med. Is it not great indiſeretion for a man of cre- 


xo and deal with Jews; who for little ſums make men 


16 TERRE MAN or MODE; ; or, 
Dor. 1 will ſmell 45 1 ee no office to't 
Ladies noſes. 
| Hand. Your pleaſure, „Sir. 
or. That a mans excellency ſhould lie i in — t 
ing of a ribbond, or a_cravat! how careful's Naw 
1 rniſhing the world with neceſſary coxcombs! 
: war. That's a mighty pretty ſuit of yours, Dy 
mant. 
Dos. I am glad't has your bete 
Bell. No man in Town has a NS. faney i in 
ee than you have. 

Dor. You will make me have an opinion of! my Geniy 

Med. There is a great Critick 1 hear in theſe matte 
Jar arriv'd piping hot from Paris. 928 
Fell. Sir Fopling Flutter . mean? 
Med. The fame. 

Bell. He thinks Himſelf the pattern of moden 2 


3 
Dor. He 15 indeed tlie pateft of modern foppery 
947 He was yeſterday at the Ply , with a pair 
Gloves up to his elbows, and a Periwig more exact 
: curl q then a Ladies head newly dreſs'd for a ball. 
Bell. What a pretty liſp he has! 
Dor. Ho, that he affects in imitation of the peop 
bt quality in Fance. 
LD Mo His head ſtands, for the moſt part, on one ſi d 
and his looks are more Janguiſhing thana Ladies, whe 
ſheloll's at ſtretch in her coach , or leans ber head care 
x againſt the fide of a box i the Play-houſe,  _ 
Dor. Heis a perſon indeed of great acquired follie 
Med. Heislike many others, beholding to his educ. 
tion for mak ing him ſo eminent a coxcomb.” Many 
fool had been loſt to the world, had their indulge 
| Farents wiſely beſtow d neither learning nor good bree 
ding on em. 
Bell. He has "I as the ſparkiſh word is , bris 
- wy the Ladies s already ; he was Ss: at my au 
Town 


8 wnleys,, and gave Mts. Loveit a catalogue of his good 
N wee ee character of a compleat Gentleman, 
bs [it according to Sir Fopling , ought to dreſs well, 
dy MY ance well, fence well, have a genius for love-letters, 
1 le voice for a chamber, be very. amorous. 


hocthing diſcreet, but not over conſtant. 
perſon... 
Dor. r Toveit. 
bell. How 


mul bas pat as may be. 
Bell. Lam confident ſhe loves no man but yo 


fin, but that I ami in my nature modeſt. 

tis only a ſecret concerning a fair Lady... 

trouble, you might have whiſper'd . 2 this cere 
air o mon y. 


act Bell. How ftand j your. affairs with Belinda of hte? 
Dor. She's a little jilting baggage. 


in a diſguiſe at the Play. 


arꝗ © one another more. 

W Zell. The occaon ? 

Dor. Want of courage to meet meat the place ap- 
pointed. Theſe young women apprehend loving, — 


ny 
ge like ee e e 4 ry 
bree 5 l 

1 Ener Handy 20 Belli. l 
ris | 
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Med. Pretty ingredients to make an afin : 


Dor. 1 wanted a Fop to ly o hey large; und this 


Dor. The good fortune were enough to make me 
Bell. Hark you Dorimant. With your leave M, Medley, „ 
' Med, Your good breeding Sir, gives you 3 


1 Dorimant. 


Bell. Nay, I believe her falſe enough. but ſhe's * . 
the worſe for your purpoſe. She was with you yeſterday 


Dor. e pes 
25 the young men do fighting at firſt l | 


s, 8 e 2 


— „„ oo tc op 2" 


25 THE MAN OF Mop; or, 
; Bell. Gentlemen, 1'll return immediately. [Ex, Bellait 


. Med. A very pretty fellow this. 5 
Dor. He's handſome, well bred, and bs much th the 
aol tolerable of all che young men that do not abo - 
in wit. : 3 
Ned Ever well dreſs d, always complaiſant, and ol k, 
7 r e You and he are grown very intimat 1 
8 

Dor. It is our mutual intereſt to be i; it makes 7 bs 
women think the better of his underſtanding , and judo i 
more favorably of my reputation; it NE him pa 2 
upon "forme for a man of very good os W | * 
others for a very civil perſon, Shs Ave 
Led. What was that whiſper? [e, 
Bor. A thing which he wou'd fain haye . „bi be t 
I did not think it 19 to tell him; it might have frig] . 

| "ted him from his honourable intentions of marrying p 
_. Med. Emilia, give her her due, has the beſt repy 0 - 
tation of any young woman about the Town, wh 4 
has beauty enough to provoke detraction; her carriag ll 
is unaffected, hex diſcourſe modeſt, not at all cenic B 
rious: nor pretending „ like the countei feits of theag Wl * 
Dor. She's a diſcreet Maid; . I Oy _—_ md 
can corrupt her but a husband. ark 
- "Med. A husband, 0 
Dor. Yes, a husband; I have Gi; many | Wome 7 4 
2 a difficulty of looſing a maidenhead, who. hay & 

| "afterwards' made none of — a cuckold. of 
Aud. This prudent conſideration I am apt to thin. T 
bas made you confirm poor Bellair in the deſperate r T7 ba 
Jation he has taken. _ 


Dor. Indeed the little hope I found there was of her 
hive Hale he was in, Ka dau ps; BY advice * 
contribute ſomethin 3 the age her con . **! 
dition. ¶ Enter Bellair.] Dear Bellair, by Heavens mn 
thought 10 had loſt thee ; men in Jove are never tl” t 
| be reckon'd on when we wou'd form a company, NN" 
W JC #9 & | & £0 OTB Bell 


F : . — 
2 8 - - „ 
s PLETE Jt wad E * ty 
; ; 4 


Bell. Dorimant, I am undone, my man has Tongue | 
tte moſt ſurpriling news i'the world. | | 

Dor. Some ſtrange misfortune is befaln your love? 

Bell, My Father came to Town laſt night, and lode- 
ges i the very houſe where Emilia lies. | 

Med. Does he know it is with her you are in love? 

Bell. He knows I love, but knows not whom, with- 

out ſome officious ſot has betray'd me. 

Dar. Tout Aunt Tony is your confident , and fa- 
— tendons 4 Fel il office from her. I 

Bell; I do not office 
hays received a letter, in Lo I am commanded by. 
ny Father to meet him at my Aunts this afternoon: 
he tells me tarther, he has made a match for me, and 
ids me reſblve to be obedient to his will, or expect: 
to be dilinherited. | 

uad. Now's your time, Bellai#; never had Lover 
an opportunity of N 2 © peg _ of his 

on. ++ 54% 

Bell. As how I pray 7 

Med." Why, hang an eſtate, mairy Eniliz out of und, 
ind provoke your Father todo what he threatens. *Tis 
but defpiſing a coach, humbling your felt to a pair of 
zoloſhoes, being out of countenance when you- meet 
oY friends, pointed at and pitied where ever you go, 
all the amourous fops thatknow 8 and your fame 
will be immortal. 
_ 1 cou'd find in my heart toreſolve nor to m 
1 | 

Dor. rie. fie, that would ſpoil agood jeſt eſt, and dif 
point the well-narur'd Town of an laugh- 
ing at you. = * 

Bell, The norm 1 have ſo lang expetted, hangs Oer 
my head, and begins to pour down me; lam. 
on the rack, and can have no reſt a fa rs. 
What 1 tear; where. do you dine? , 

Dot, 9 — or — 5 - OY 8 x 


7 
; 4 
1 
1 
* 
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Med. At Longs let it he. 8 
Jul Þll runand fee Emilizy and inform my acl * 
ho matters ſtand; if my misfortunes are not ſo great © 
as to make meunfit tor Ops. P'll be with you. | on 


nat monk 


5 Enter 4 | Footman with 4 Tur. 4 


 Footry. Here's a Letter, Sir. [To Dorimant: 
Dor. The ſu 5 s right; For M. Dorimant. 
Os Let's ſee, the very im a true 
hred Whore. 
Dor. Iknow the hand, the fiile isadmirable Ladle £ ou 
Med. ne read it. 
Dor. . . kad. 1 | 


I told a you you dud not loue me, if you 8 
uon d have ſeen me again ere now; I have no money 
and am very mallicoliy. hearted pars tuo ſee 


Fhe CT 7 
fo Sl Your Servant to command, yer) 
5 ua. de 
Ned. Prep let the Whore 35 2 PRETTY anſwer, 1 
that ſhe may ſpark it ina bor, and do honour to her p 
e the * 
Dor. 8 2 p face of | 
15 the coach at the nd pork * . 
Hund. You did not bid me fend tor it. _ 8 my 


Dor. Eternal Blockhead ! Hay fot... _ 
Hand 5 to 0 ont. 

| . | 7. 0 15 
FI oo I hope you have 9 baden fans to thename; 

Ir | 
Hand. I have ſence, Sir, 
Dor. Not ſo much wx fy in winter +4 Howe de 

TRIS. Aye | 


) 
| * 


S.. FOPLING FLUTTER. * 
Med. In 4 3 | 
Footm. Nou may have a ney coach if you pleaſe, Sir 

of Dor. I may ride the Elephant if I —— Sir ? call 


25 zother chair, eee 
| Be calm Je great Parents, &c. Lx. fonging 
Rey 

A. 8 T. EE. 

5 8 CE N E * 

Out 

= | Lal mg and Emilia. 

you 


ney Was afrai A. et ul had . — 
ſee Emil, I tremble with the alf rat il. 

| Town, That my brother lodgings i the 
id, very houſe where you lie! 


Emil. Twas lucky, we had amel notice to SY 1 035 


j. the people to be ſecret. He ſeems to be a mighty good 
| humour d old man. | 

Town, Heever had a notable ſinerking way with him; - 

Emil. He calls me rogue, tells me he can't abide me, 
and does fo bepar me., Bo 

Town, On my word you are much in his favour then: 1 

Emil. He has been very inquiſitive I am told about | 
my Family, my reputation, and my fortune, 

Town. I am confident he does not "the leaſt ſuſpect 
you are the woman his ſon's in love with. 

Emil. What ſhou'd — him then inform himſelk 
ſo particularly of. me? _ 

Town. He was always of 2 very loving temper him- 
AE: Kong be * 3 n fit 6 BPO e who 
knows 2 | 32 
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| Emil. It cannot be. [ Enter Young Bellair, 
. © © Town. Here comes my nephew, Where did you leave 


A 7 


I. Bell, Writing a note within. Emilia, this early 0/ 
_ + viſit looks as if ſome kind jealouſie wou d not let young. 
reſt at home. . I 
Epil. The knowledge ] have of my rival, gives me v m 
. Bell. My conſtancy! I yow.., Go! 


B es Emil. Do not vow . Our love is frail as is our life, Come 
E and full as little in our power; and are you ſure you ſhall lam 
out live this day? WE 72 3 | | 
N. Bell, I am not: but when wearein perfect health, Wl 0! 
 *twere an idle thing to fright our ſelyes with the thoughts Wi cu 


« 


Town. Pray what has paſt between you and your WW ot! 


—ů PET cm 
- a 


Father i the garden? 


{i T. Bell, He's firm in his reſolution, tells me I myſt {Wnith. 
1 my Mrs. Harriet, or ſwears he'll marry himſelf, WM 7. 
and diſinherit me. When I aw I could not prevail 0, 

with him to be more indulgent, I diſlembled an Obe- Wltrepi 
dience to his will, which has compos d his paſſion „ind dey 

-will giveus time, & I hope opportunity to deceive him. Wlinili 

5 e Enier Old Bellair, with 4 Note in his hand, re) 


- Town, Peace, here he comes. 
* Old Bell, Harry, take this, and let your man carry 75. 
it for me to Mr. Fourbes chamber, my Lawyer i'the Wl la 
Temple. | Neighbour, a dod Iam glad to ſee thee here, Bl En 
[ To Emilia. ] Make much of her, ſiſter, ſhe's one of Mnour 
the belt of your acquaintance ,, I Jike her countenance WW To: 
and her behaviour well, ſhe has a modeſty that is not Wit ma 


tommon Tthis Age; a dod, ſhe has. 


x 


Ton. I know her value, Brother, and eſteem her 
„„ on i 
Old Bell. Adviſe her tp wear a little more mirth in pa 
her face; a dod ſhe's too ſerious. © © 
Tun. The fault is very ercuſable ina young Woman, WM 7+ 
Old Bell. Nay, a dod I Ike her ne er the worle; 3 


; melancholy Beauty has her charms: J love a pretty fad: 


5 
ellair. nels i in a face, which varies now and then, like chan- | 
leave cable colours, into a ſmile. | 


Old Bell. I am but five and fifty, ſiſter, you know, 


to make thee merry; we three will make collation 
Go! I, can'tabide you [ Exter Young Bellair. .] Harry 


em going to ſlip the boy at a miltreſs, 

7. Bell. At a wife, Sir you wou'd ſay. 15 

Old Bell. ou need not look fo grum, Sir; 2 wife is 
cht Wo curſe when the brings the bleſſing of 2 good eſtate 
ith her: but an idle town flurt, with a Painted face, 
our i rotten. reputation, and a craſie fortune, a dod is the 


wit rid 
elf, 1 Bell. I eannot help detraction, Sir. 


vail Tek Bell. Out, a piſe o'their e there are 


be- fools enough for ſuch. flaunting baggages; and 
and raj ate een too good for em. Remember night, [To 
im. knilia.] go y are rogue, y are à rogue; fare you well; 
nd, ire you well, Come, come, come, along, Sir. 


"a Old and V. Bellair, 
ry Wl 7097. On my word the old man comes on apaces _ 


the lay my life he's ſmitten. 


TE, Emil. This is nothing but the > ping of his hu- ; 


'of nur. 


ice Town, I k Fs him better than yous let it ane 5 


ot Wit may prove . 
3 | Enter 4 Page. 5 


in Page. Madam, 3 C 


: viſit will not be troubleſome this afternoon. 
* oo e his * never are ſo. 


7  : 


7 
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Town; Methinks you ſpeak. very. feeling] = Brother. 


nage not altogether unſenſible! Chear up ſweet heart; 
[To Emilia. ] I have a ſecret to tell thee, may chance 


pcther anon. I'che mean time mum; I can'tabide you... 


(ome, you muſt along with me to my Lady dull. ; 


ail and all; and ſuch a one ] hear you arein ew 


Emi 


n had hope in drawing for a matadore. 


24 THE MAN r MODE, erz 5 
Emilia. He's a very pleaſunt man. 


E 

b | Town. He's a very neceſſary man among us Women 
+ he's not ſcandalous i the 5 perparunlly an ge Mw 

bri company together, and always ready to ſtoſ 
eb, 0 ombre; then he knows al] the little new Fo 
: ithe 2 
ö Emilia. wel love to hear him talk o'the Intrigues; k * 
em be never ſo dull in themſelves, he'll make” em ple inp 
fant i'the relation. 5 
Ton, But he improves things 0 mock; one cat rot 
take no meaſuręe. of the truth from him. Mr. Doriman J 
ſwearsa flea or a maggot is not made more monſtruouMl trui 
7 e , e de en e 11 
4 
| | Enter Medley. . wh 
8 can 
| PREY Rad, here he comes. 3 hob 
Town, Mr. Medley. Eq ES Z 
Med. Your Servant , Madam, | | new 
Tun. You have made your ſelf a has of ke, I 
Emilia. I believe you took a ſurfeir of ombre nen 
time you were here. ceſſ 
"Merl. Indeed I had my belly-full of that tarmagantMÞ tc i 
Lady Dealer; there never was ſo unſatiable a carder; nant 
an old gleeker never lav'd to fit to't like her. 1 have 1 
plaid with her now at leaſt a dozen times, till ſhe'ss ; 
(worn. out all her fine complexion, and her tour wou di 2h 


keep in curl no longer. 

Town. Blame her not poor Woman, ſheloves ooch 
ſo well as a black ace. 

Med. The pleaſure I have ſeen her in when we has 


Emilia. Tis as pretty ſport to her, as perſuading 
masks off is to you to make diſcoveries, 
Town. Pray where's your friend , Mr. Dorimant * ? 

Med. Solliciting his affairs, he's a man of great im- 
ployment, has more Miſtreſſes now depending, than 


the moſt eminent 1 in England has cau. s _ 
mi 


7 0 88 reer I 


© Emilia. Here has been Mfs. Logis, fo upeafic and | 


out of humour theſe two dayͤs 


poor Woman 
Med. She cou d not Have pick d out a Devil upon 
erth ſo proper to torment her; he has made her break 


in pieces, and deſtroy hoods and knots without number. 
Town, We heard of a pleaſant ſerenade he gave her 
tother night. 
Med.” A Daniſh ſerenade with Ketde ers „ and 
trumpets. 3 NE] n 
Emilia. Oh barbarous 


boboys. 


new wit come forth, ſongs, novels? 
Med. A agg oe piece of gallantry, by an emi- 
nent Author, 


to improve themſelves at queſtions and commands, blind- 
mans buff, and tlie like falhionable eee, * 
Emilia. Oh ridiculous! s 
Med. Then there is the art of affe@arion , witten by 


your bre ech, 10 play with your head, to toſs up your 


noſe}, to bite your lips, to turn up your eyes, to ſpea 


has in a ly ſoft tone of a voice, and uſe all the fooliſh 
- french words , that will infallibly make your perſon and 
ing W converſation charming; with a ſhort apologie at the 


„ netter end, in the behalf of young Ladies - who noto- 
. I} rioully waſh, and Paint, though they CIO des 1 


1 
Emilia. Wbat 2 deal of f dur you tell us 


Town. How er Loreand Jeilootis ragein that : 


2 dozen or two of fins already, tear half a ſcore points 


Med. What, you are of the altaber of the tiller, i 
whoſe ears are grown ſo delicate fince our Operas, you 
can be charm'd with nothing but flute doux, and french 


Emilia. Lare! your raillery, and tell us, is there any 


Th. diverſions of Bruxells , very ne- 
celſary to be read by all old Ladies who are delirous 


2late Beauty of quality, teaching you how to draw up | 
your breaſts, ſtretch up your neck, to thruſt out 


Bs Ts” - uh 
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. Med. Such as the Town affords, Madam. The Ruſſians 

hearing the great reſpect we have for foreign dancing, 

- have lately ſent over ſome of their beſt ballandins, w 8 
are now practiſing a famous ballet, which e 


n danc'd at the Bear. garden. 


_ Town, Pray forbear a idle ftories , and give us an 


account of the ſlate of Love, as it now ſtan 


Med. Truly there has been ſome revolutions in thoſe 
affairs, great chopping and changing among the old, 
and ſome new Lovers, whom malice, indiſcretion , 

misfortune, have luckily brought into play. 

Town, What think you of walking into the next room, 


and fitting down, before you engage in this buſineſs > 


Med. VI] wait upon you ; and Tho pe(th ough Women 


are commonly unreaſonable) by the plenty of ſcandal 
- hall — 5 0 "ge 18 very good content, Ladies, 
A 1 


SCE NE I. ale cons 
Enter Mrs. Loveit 150 pert. | 


Mrs. Loveit putting upa Litter, „ then cb 


. out ber N Vs , and E in it. 


1 


85 Pert. Madam. 


To vet. 1 * my KF, 1 look 10 il . 


Pert. Hate the wicked cauſe ont, that baſe man 15 
Bori maus, 8 makes you torment and e {elf 


| enn. . 


Loveit. Be is to blame indeed... 
Pert. To blame! to be two — . "FAR 
writing, or coming near you, contrary to his oath and 


W l Tas Ne WW tomie b 


* 


* 2 2 
* 4 2 


* 


* 
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7 


fans ly my life there's not an article but he bas broken; 
ing, Wd to the Vizards i the pit, waited upon the Ladies 
Who um the boxes to their coaches; gone behind the Scengs, | 
ſud- Wo! fawn'd upon thoſe little inſignificant creatures, the 
bers: tis impoſſible for a man of his in conſtant tem- 


vr to forbear I'm ſure. 


1 1 1 
Loveit. I know he's a Devil, but he has ſomethi 


boſe ſs ie Angel yet undetac' in him, which makes him 
old , Wh charming, and agreeable, that I muſt love him be he 


ger ſo wicked. 


On, | V N 5 
pet. I little thought, Madam, too fe your ſpirit 
med to this degree, who baniſn d poor Mr, Lackwit, 


IM 
fs » WW: for taking up another Ladies fan in your preſence, 
nen Lev. My knowing of ſuch odious toojs , contri- 
al 1 es to the making me love Dorimant the better. 
les, pert. Your knowing of Mr. Dorimant , in my mind, 
int, Wou'd rather make you hate all mankind. _ 


Lov. So it does, beſides himſelf. 5 
pert. Pray, what excuſe does he make in his Letter? 


Lov. He has had buſineſs. 


Pert. Buſineſs in general terms wou d got have been 
currant excuſe for another; a modiſh man is always 
ty buſie when he's in purſuit of a new Miſtreſs. 

| Lov. Some Fop has btib'd you to rail at him; he had 
des; 1 will believe it, and will forgive him. 
Pert, You may forgive him any thing; but I ſhall 


rer forgive him his turning me into ridicule, as i hear 


E does. e e „ Sea 
Lov, I perceiye you are of the number at thoſe fools 

lis wit has made his enemies. 
Ir, Pert. I am of the number of thoſe he's pleas d tg 
ell Wtily , Madam; and if we may believe M. Wagfaz, and 
Mr. Caperwell, he ſometimes makes merry With your 


_ Wfftoo, among his laughing companions. 
7 Lev. Blockheads are as malicious to witty men, as 
d eh women are to the handſome; tis their intereſt , 


ad they make it their buſineſs to defame em. 
Pert, I wiſh Mr. Dorimant wou d not make it his 
„ * N "000, - 


ulne(s to defame you, 


1 


{ 
A 


; * 


n 


} 


\ % 
; Ap 


Bel. [ Aſide.] Now to carry on my plot; nothin 


do ſhew em the living, as the Man at Weſtminſter doc 


— 
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Tov. Shou'd he, I had rather be made infamous 
dim, than owe my reputation to the dull diſcretion 
" thole Fops you talk of. Belinda! | running to hi 


two days? 


_ Converſation has been more unſufferable than a count: 


land queſtions of the modes and intrigues of the Tow 
that hardly were ſo, when their gowns were in faſhior 


is time to begin, leſt Dorimant ſhou'd come befor 
her jealouſie has ſtung her [ Laughs, and then ſi eabs 0 


„ i ent 
© Tov, You have been unkind of late. 


Bel. Do not fay unkind, fay unhappy! ! 


Lov. I cou'd chide you, where have you been the 
Bel. Pity me rather my dear , where I have been 
tired with two or three country Gentlewomen, who 


« Lover. Are they relation: 
Bel. No, Welch acquaintance I made when I w 
laſt year at St. Winefreds. They have asked me a tho 


and I haye told em almoſt as many things for news 


Tov. Provokipg creatures, how cou'd you endu 


but Love cou d make me capable of ſo much falſchood 


]-was yeſterday at a Play with em, where I was fai 


the dead. That is Mrs. ſuch a one, admired for he 
beauty, this is Mr. fuch a one, cry d up for a wit 
that is ſparkiſh Mr. ſuch a one, whokeeps reverend 
Mrs. ſuch a one; and there ſits fine Mrs. ſuch a one 
Who, was lately caſt off by my Lord ſuch a one, 
Tov. Did you ſee Dorimant there? 

Bel. I did, and imagine you were there with him 


and have no mind to ownit, © 
make you think fo? _ wy 


* 


$0 
'Ous 
ion 
to h 


zel. A Lady mask d in a pretty deshabillie, whom 
Mrimant n with more reſpect than the Gale, | 
nts do a mee vitant; - | 

Liv. Dorimant war pit Sega Mat! = 


Lov. Did he ay all the while? i] 

1 Till the Play was done, and thealed her outs. 
which confirms me it was hu. 

Lov. Traytor ! | 

Pert. Now jou may believe he dbu. = 
my forgive him too. 

Lov. Ingrateful, perjur d wan! 

bel. You ſeem ſo much concern'd, 3 11 fear 
llave told you unawares what I had better eee 
ald for your quiet. 

Lov. What manner of ſhape had ſhe? IS 
Bel. Tall and lender, her motions were very gentile 
Weccrtainly ſne muſt be ſome perſon of condition. 

Lov. Shame and confulion be ever in erface when | 
he ſhows it. 

Bel, I ſhou'd blame your dt rise for loving that 
vid man, my dear; but they fay he LOS way is - 
FOCUS.» that few ow 2 their hearts who _ 

Wh 

Lov. I will tear him from miss, or dicitheartempt; 

Bel. Be more moderate. | 

Lov. Wou Al had daggers, darts or poifon'd arrows 
n my breaſt, ſo I cou'd but remove e ee 
* thence. | 

Fie , fie, tranſports are too violent, 
dear; this may. . * 
likely OY bene 5 

Pert. Shou d it proceed farther, let — ee 
the conduct Mr. Dorimant aſſects, will uickly make” | 
E your m_—_ ten 3 6 her ruin d. 

reputation expos d to the Town, a . 
vil — ** Madam. 


© FOPUING FLUTTER. 2 


| Bel. Good! 1 + Lu. 5 


2 


Io. THE MAN © RR + 

Tov. Who e're ſhe be, all the harm I wiſh. her, 
: eiay ſne love him as well as I do, and may he Swe he 
ds much cauſe to hate him b ibs 


ano! 
Ter. Nevet doubt the latter end of your curſe} Madanl i 
Tov. May all the paſſions that are rais'd by neglecte : 
| love, jealouſie, indignation, ſpight and thirſt 55 revenge 
| nc rage in her foul, as they do no in mine. £ 
$34 1 8 p and doum Ons 5 e e at _ 
| | Enter 4 Page, 
8 we! 
Page Madam ' Mt. Dorimant . a ee * 
Toveit. 1 will not ſee hith; Ne ro one 1 
Page. I told him you were within; Madatw. 
„eue. Say you'ty'd , 80 I'm bulie, ut the d 100 ; 
| a any thing. p 
ee 1250 bee, Wan = n 5 py * ber 
of AA EL a Enter Dorimant. oo es 2 
Ber. They i of death who 5 at 23 art 2 
= we this ea a _—— alive. Nabe 4 
9 Loveiei..... 
tees ts cate hip: bh: the h hand, fot fl Y- 
+; "away an walks on, be put ſuing he | x 
1 dr this reſtleſneſs of the body, Madam, proceed 1 
Py an unquietneſs of the mind. - What unlucky * <1, 
cident puts you out of humour / a point-ill-walked 1 
knots ſpoil'd f the making up, hair ſhaded awry, # he 
” ſome vthier little miſtake in ſettin "Sr you in order ? wo 
- Pert: A ttifie in my opinon, mare inconſide at 
rable than any you ig. On 
Dor. Oh Mrs. Pert;, — yok Mn enough gc 
to be ſilent ; come, let me know the bulineſs. end 
Pert. The buſineſs, Sir, is the buſineſs that has taken repy 
you up theſe two. days; how have I ſeen you laugh a 


men of buſineſs, and now to become a inan of buſineſs 
| ve t | Do/ 


gr. r FLUTTER... > 


' Dor. We are not maſters of our own aſſections; o 


mon we ſhall doat on buſineis. Humane frailty will have 
it * and who can help it? 
' Lov. Faithleſs, inhumane, barbarous man. 

155 Good, now the alarm ſtrikes. | 

Lov. Without ſence of Love, of Honour, or of "II 
tude, Tell me, for I will know, what Devil mask d the | 
was, you were withat the Play yelterday? 

Dor. Faith, I reſolv'd as muchas you, but the Devil 
was obſtingte, and wou'd not tell me. 

Lov, Falſe in this as in your yows wat. N. 
wh . 
Dor. The truth is, 1 did all T cou'd to know. 

Lov, And dare you own it to my face ? Hell and 
furies! [ Tears her Fan in pieces. 

245 Spare your fan, Madam, you are growing hot. 

nd will want it to cool vu. 

Lov, Horrour and diſtraction ſize you, lorrow and 
eee and pacgth al Jour perjuries to 
me . L Weeps. 
Dor. So Thunder breaks the clouds i in twain 
And makes. a paſſage for the ram, To Belinda, 
Bellinda, you are the Devil that haverais'd his ſtorm ; 
you wereatthe Play yeſterday, 228 have been e | 
piſcoveries to y our dear. | 
Bel. Tue the moſt miſtaken Man the ward, 

Dor. It muſt be fo, and, here I vow- revenge; re. 
ſolve to purſire, and perſecute you more impertinently 
than ever any loving Fa did his Miſtreſs; hunt you 
the ark, trace you Mall, dog you in every, viſit 
you make, haunt — at the Plays, and od ine drawing 
room , hang my naſe in your neck », and talk to vo 
whether you will ar no; and ever look upon you with 
ſuch dying eyes, till your friends grow jealous of me. 
ſnd you out of Town, and the world ſuſpect your 
i reputation. [ In a lower volts. 
| & oh we PT when we go from hence, 


"HOT fooks — 


ncinations daily alter ; now we loye pleaſure, and _ 
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Bel. III meet you there, | mel 
Dor. Enough. _ | | 
Tov. Stand of, , you ſha not are u 4 het ſo. 
| [I | Puſhing Dorimant aw 
Dar. Good! There's one made jealous already. 
Tov. Is this the conſtancy you vow'd? _ 
Dior. Conſtancyat my years ! tis not a vertue in ſeaſon 
Lou might as well expect the fruit the autumn ripens 
' Tthe ſpring. | 


Tov. Monſtrous principle! 4 | 

Dor. Youth has a long journey to go, Madam, ſhox 
17 have ſet up my reſt at the firſt Inn lodg'd at, I fhoy! { 
never have|arriv'd at the happineſs I now enjoy. 


Zov. Diſſembler, damn'd difſembler ! _ of en 
| Dor. Tani fo, ! conleſs, good nature, and good mas 14 
N "hh corrupt me. 1 am honeſt in my inclinations, an - 
| - wou'd not, wer't not to avoid offence, makea Lady ph 
1 little in years believe I think her young , wilfully mid -* 
= tale Art for Nature, and ſeem as fond of a ting 5 
| wer er, as' when I n wth in . Ul ye 
Tov. Falſe man. oO. us. 

Dor. True woman. uu 
| Tor. Nowy you begin to ſhow your al! 5 Ex 
| Dor. Love gilds us over, and makes us — fit 5 
gs to one another for a time, but ſoon the Gol 5 | 
þ wears off, and then again the native braſs appears. wel 
Lov. Think on your oaths, your vows and — 
tions. Perjurd man? Lo 
Dor. I made em when 1 was in love: . 5 

Lov, And therefore ought they a. not to bind? Ohim 

pou! youn 
| Dor. What FI fearat Licks tir time may be a certait om 
"proof bro hh preſent paſſion ; but to y truth, in Loy 1 85 
there i is no ſecurity to be given for the future, > ns 
Lor. Horrid, and ingrateful! Be gone, and net 25 
13 he me more. 5 
|: | Dor. 1 am not one of thoſe troubleſome coxcombs | 


Who, n AM) once well receiy'd, take t 
Pri 


ter: I ſhall obey you, Madam, though I do my ſelf. 


de ill· nature to offer it? 


an do is to put it to a violent death; I cannot endure 
de torture of a lingring and conſumptive paſſion. 
Lov. Can you think mine ſickly? 


re there, than your being always uneaſie when I viſit 
pu, your picking quarrels with me on light occaſions; 
nd in my abſence kindly liſtning to the impertinences 
of every faſhionable fool that talks to you? ß 

Lov, What faſhionable fool can you lay to my charge? 


pling Flutter. ; 
Lov. I never faw him in my life, but once. 
Dor. The worſe woman you, at firſt ſight to put on 
il your charms , to entertain him with that ſoftneſs in 
jour voice, and all that wanton: kindneſs in your eyes, 


Who told you this? | DOTY. 
Dor. No matter. That ever I ſhou'd love a Woman 


Lov. So damn d a lie did never malice yet invent. 


band , and a formal crarat! 
Lov. You make me mad. 


. 5 P P 4 Z 


young Fops, as faſt as they come from travel. 


Lov. Baſe and ſcurrilous! 
. Dor. A fine mortify ing re 


man of your pride, wit, and quality !.. . 


of your -own deviſing ; 1 know you. 
Dor, Believe it and all the ill of me you 


+ 


por. 


* 
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firiledge to plague a woman with their Love ever 


ome violence. [ He offers to go, © Loveit pulls him back, 
Lov. Come back, you ſha' not go. Cou'd you have 


Dor. When Love grows diſeas d, the beſt thing we 


Dor. Oh! tis deſperately ill! what worſe ſymptoms: 
Dor, Why the very Cock-fool of all thoſe Fools, Sir | 


ou ſo notoriouſly affect, when you deſign a conqueſt. 


that can doat on a ſenſeleſl caper, a tawdry french ri- 


Dor. A guilty conſcience may do much. Go on. 
be the game miſtreſs o the Tovn 4 and enter all our 
utation t will be for a wo- 
Lov. This jealouſie's a meer pretence, a curſcd trick 
n: I wou'd. 


not hate a Woman have the leaſt good thought of me, 
et” PT | wor 
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that can think well of Fopthyg, Farewel, * and 

murh good may do you with your coxcomb. — 
Low. Stay, oh ſtay, wit ane jy. 7 

Dbr. I have been wid too much already. 


| ONS: Dari 
Tov. Call Him a | 
Pert. E'en let ape a "Hp IR | 


on 


- 


Tov: ny Hit: call him again, I wilt have kim eile 5 
Pert. The Devil thou'd carry him awiy firſt, Were . 

ie my contern. Ex. pen 2 
Bel. Was frighted me from the ver thogpdis off 
loving men; for Heav'ns fuke my dear, do not diſcover 

wint I told yo: I dread his 3 as FROM nay 1 

ought to ave done is feln, ID 

By 

Kii. ert. He 

Pert: He's ene, Madafi. y 

Lov, Liglittin Wo Rn By 

Petr, When | hin you Klred Wat ib ind E 

bark, he fiil's; mode 4 isch zt rhe fin eo bis . 

Tov. What G te ay? 3 mil 

Pert. Drive away, and then e "OY | H 


Db, Wotfd ! Had made a conträct t6 be a witch ing 
vrhen fitft J entertaĩmd this greater Dævil, „ monſter, B. 
Barbarian. I could tear my ſelf in pieces. Revenge, + 
nothing but revenge can eaſe ej P Plague, War , famſe, gil 
fire, A that can briiig antverkl ruin and miſery on Wl nen 
mank ind, with joy Id periſt to have you in my power 5 


but this mornert. 1 FIN Loveit. WW +: 
Put. Follow Madam, 925 ber not in thi outra- I in ff 
gious puſen. Pett gaibei #þ the Ibing. 3 


Bel. H'as given mis the [She's hich I defired of is wx 
Dove; büt tis a proof of Mis Hl -hatire 60. 1 with 1 ; 
had not ſeen him ufs fer ſo; I B&H töthink thit Dor I © 1 

an thay 4 «Baer, and ünkind 20, tne. WY 
5 Ly 
— 2 AC 


co ce cr cg ef ce h 
A © T 111 


$ 0 E NE 10 Woodvils pow. 


Enter: Harriet ; and Buſy her W/ Homan n 


: es 1. 

| ry Madam let me ſet that curl in Ger | 

: Har. Let me alone, T Will ſhike*eth al! Gur oforder. 
Buſy, Will you never leave this WikineB? £ 

Har. "Tim fit che fret | 

Buſy. Look ! there's 4 Khot ni YN 

Har. Let it drop. 

Buſy. But one 2 delt Mach 

Har. How do I dayly ſuffer under thy eg Fajeets 
Buſy. Ak the difference that is between you and my 


miſs a bout her 
F Har. She is indeed moſt exact! E ever wan 
teh ing to make her uglineſs remarkable! 
ter. Buſy. jeering people ſay o 


ge, Har. Her powdering, paliting, and her rarebhig . 


inc, BY fil in publick to draw the tongues and eyes of all the 
on nen upon her. 

ver Buſy. She is indeed a little roo pretending: 0 

eit. I Har. That Women ſhould ft up for beauty as ith 
tra- n ſpite of nature, as ſome men have done for Wit! 


to make ones {elf agreeable. 
Har, Not, when tis ĩmpoſſible. Women then ought 


4 to be no more fond of dreſſing, than Fools Mould he 
at. of 2 Hoods and 8 : OP and filence, 
! iu C 2 ._ ., things ; 
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lady Dapper! Hovr uneaſte the is if the leaſt thing be = 


54% k hope withour one, one ſmey enfeavour = 


* 
> 
© - 0 x - > n_ oe ery; — f — — — 


1 
1 
i! 
on 
i 
. 
» 1 
1 
N 
„ 
5 
: 2 
: 
1 
i 
| 
| 
i 
! 
| 


I 
| 


become of you ? For Hear ns * 8⁰ in again. 
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„ rhe radow and conceal ; they ſhould think 
nothing elſe. 


Buſy. Jeſu! Madam, hut wil your mos think 


Har. | won't! 


| Buſy. This is the extrengunel thing that ever youd 5 
in your life, to leave her and the Gentleman who is 5 
be your Husband. by 
Har. My Husband! haſt thou ſo little wit to thin , 
I ſpoke what I meant when I over-joy'd her in t 
country, with a low area what you pleaſe, Maca 7 
J ſhall ever be obedient ? | The « 
Buſy. Nay , I know not, you have ſo many fetchefMl. © 
Har. And this was one, to get her up to Londs 

nothing elſe I afſure the- H. 
Buſy. Well, the man, in my mind, is a fine ma 1 pu 
Har. The man indeed wears his cloaths faſhionab] 


and has apretty g . way with him, very Court] 
and much affected; he bows, and talks, and miles 
- agreeably as he thinks. | 
| Buſy. I never fave any thing ſo gentile! 5 Y. 
Har. Varniſh'd over with goud omg many Mad 
blockhead makes a tolerable ſhow. 
_ Buſy. I wonder you do not like him. 


Har. Ithink I might be brought to endure him, an. N 

that is all a reaſonable Woman ſhould expect in a husband have 

. But there is duty i'the caſe... „and like the haught * 

. Merab, I find much averſi Gon in my  ftubborn mind, H 

" Which is bred by being promis'd and d. ſian d. "3 
Buſy. I wiſh you do not deſign your own ruin! H 
partly nb your inclinations, Madam. . that Mr Dori Y 
mant. Be 

1 Har. Leave your prating, and fing fame fooliſh Song 
. or other. N 
4). I will, the Song nl love 0 well erer * fince die 
* a, aa Dorimant.. | hs 


| 15 NG 


wo” 
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When kf Ainibtat hat my heart . 
My heedleſs Sheep began to firay; _ 
the Wolves ſoon flole the greateſt part, 
Aud all will now be made a prey. 


| s, let not Love your thoughts toſſe fr es 

'Tis fatal to a Shepherdeſs ; e 
The dang rous paſſion you muſt ſuun th 
Or a: like 7 me, be 25 undone. my” | 


Har. Shall be paid ws by a covetous: Mina for 
purchace? I need no land; no Pll lay mp ſelf n 
11 love. It Is e 
3 Enter v. Bellir rb 
I. Bell. What benerous reſolution : are © you ; making, 

any Madam? FS 1 25 £5 2 

Har. Only to bs diſobedient , Sir. ; | 

v. Bell. Let me join hands with you POR "Ys 
Har: With all my heart, I never. thought I ſhould 
have given you mine ſo wie FIR; Harriet. vs 
Y. Bell. And I Hurry... | | 
Har. Do ſolemnly 4 Ai 90 4 i 
V. Bell: And % 
Har. That I with you. e 

V. Bell. And I with. F062 K e 

Bor h. Will never marTy-.. 1 
Har. A match! 
Y. Bell. And no match! How do y you like chis in- 


difference now? 
Har. You. expect I ould wha it il I Kell 
. . 'Tis not en for FM Women to be 
12 „ 1 81 irt 
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little angry, you mils a conqueſt, though you wou 
Might the poor man were he in your power, 

Har. There are ſome it may be have an eye like Bare); 
mew, big enough tor the whole fair, but I am note 
the number; and you may keep your ginger-bread, *twil 

be more acceptable to the Lays. whoſe dear image 
wears, Sir. 

Y, Bell. I muſt confeſs, Madam, you che Ia 

alter the fair. 

Har. You own then you 1 are in love... „ 
F. Bell. I do. 10 

Har. The confidence is generous, and in return x Tevul | 
almoſt find in my heart tolet you Reo my inclinations 

V. Bell. Are you in love? 

Har. Les, with this dear Town , to that degree, 
can ſearce endure the Country in landschapes and i 
hangings. 

F. Bell. What a dreadful hing' 1 ons to be hu 
ried back to Hampshire! 

Har. Ah... name it not! 

V. Bell. As for us, I find we ſhall W 
Wou'd we cou'd 45 ſomething to deceive the grave 

8 ple! 125 


Har, Could we delay tbeir * proceeding, werd © 

, well:a 4s ay per 1 good err towards the getting of and 
Pardon. Y 

7 V. Bell If we give over the game, we are undone ſua 
Fn what think you ot playing it on booty ? . ar 


Har; What do you mean? c 
Y. Bell, Pretend to be in love with one try vill {lf 
make ſome dilatory excuſes , we may feign 5 paſs the 


better. 7 
Har. Let us do t, if it but for the dear reli ol © 
diſſembling. ä ä 

| Y. Bell. Can you play your part? 


Har. I'know not what itistolove, but Fee 561 
pretty remarks by being now and then where Lovers 
meet. N did y ou leave their gravities? 


— 
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V. Bell. Lth' ee your ddochar wag 09 
a modern gallants. 


Enter Old Bellair , „ and Lady Woodril. 


Har. Peace ! Here they come; I will lean a ainſt this 
wal, and look baſhtully. down upon my Fan, while 
jou, like an amorous Spark, 'modiſhly entertain me. 
Z. Mad. Never go about to excuſe em; come, come, 
it was not ſo vvhen I was a young Woman, 

0. Bell. A dod, they're ſomething diſre = 
L. Wood. Quality was then con ,and n rally 1 

by every fleering Fellow. 

O. Bell. Youth will have its: jet 'a dod it will, 

L. Wood..*Tis gnod breeding nowto be civil to none 
hut Players, and W Women, they are treated 
by 'em as much above their ee a others are 
belowy theirs. | 


O. Bell. Qut 3 vida! em, talk na mate.theRefives Y 


ha got an ill habit of LET e MRP. no matter where 
tdey find itt 
L. Waod.. See your ſon; and ay daughter, they! have 
improy'd their acquaintance ſince they were within. 
O. Bell. A dad ee have! ? BE A back, 
and obſerve. 
1 Y, Bell, Now for a look: 1 ae chat may f 
lone ſuade * em I'm Gying all che paltiogare things img . 
Har. Yourdiead a lutle more on one de, . 
ſelf on your left leg, and play wich your right: hand. 
S ig mangr is it not? er. he _ 
ar. Now let your right on 
adjuſt your belt, then = ut you. ground, 
Y. Bell. A little exerciſing will make me perfect. 
Har Smile, and turn to me again very ſparkiſn! 
V. Bell. Will you take wats n, and te . 


Rar. With Moy dt 
8 3 


— —ÿ—jͤm—— 
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V. Bell. At one motion play your fan, | roul Tre 7. 
| and then ſettle a kind look upon. me. 
Har, So. 
F. Boll. Now ſpread your fan, look down upon it 
. tell the ſticks with a finger. . 

Har. Very modiſh. 
V. Bell. Clap your 3 up to your bolt, 5 bold FRO 
your Gown; ſhrug a little, draw up your breaſts , ane 
let em fall again, gently, with a ſigh or two, Kc. 

Har. By the 8 inſtructions you give, I ſuſpect jo 
for one of thoſe malitious obſervers, who watch peoples 
eyes, and from innocent looks make {andajous con 
cluſ as. {- 
V. Bell. I know ſome ae who out of e 
to michief, are as vigilant as jealouſie it ſeif, and wil 
give you an account of Gy Nah that rant a Play 
and th? Circle. 

Har. Twill not tbe amihh now to ſeem a little pleaſant 


V. Bell. Clap your fan then in both your hands, fret 

it to your mouth, ſmile, and with a lively motion fling x 
your body a little forwards, So.. now ſpread it; fai or 
back on the ſudden, cover your face with it, and brea « 

. out into a loud laughter... take up! look grave, and fall vii 
a fanning of your ſelf....admirably well acted. [ 


Har. I think I am pretty apt at Fond: marters! | 

: 0. Bell. A dod, I like this well. 1 1 

T. Wood, This promiſes folerhing!: en], as _ 

0. Bell. Come! there is love i'tk "4 a dod there 

Is, or will be; what ſay you, young Lady?” = | 
Har. All in good time, Sir; you expected we ſhould | 

fall to, and love as game-cocks fight, as ſoon as we ar 


| we 

ſet together; a dod, y are unreaſonable! 
5 Wo 8 85 4 04 bunch. 1 like 88 7 wit well, W 
8 2 3 


kun a Servant. 8 
| Servant. The coach is at the door, n 


r, 
eyes, 


Ve are 


„ Bell, 


breathing, 


sr EU PLING FLUTTER: 1 
0. Bell. Go, get you and take the air together. 
I. Wood. Will not you go with us? | 
0. Bell. Out, a pize; A dod[ ha buſineſs, aui cannde. | 
Ve ſhall meet at night at my ſiſter Townleys, ö 

Y. Bell. He's going to ans [ ge l I overheard 
hm talk ot a collation, l Exeune 


SCENE 11. 5 


Enter * Townley , Emilia , and Mr 
"honey. $1. 


en To wy L EY. . 
Pity the young Lovers, we laſt talk'd of, - th | 
Fs fay truth, Fein condudt has been ſo indiſcreet they 
leſerve to be unfortunate. | 
Med. Y'aye had an exact account, from the great 
lady Prh* box , down to the little Orange-wench. | 
Emil. Vare a living Libel, a breathing Lampoon; L 
vonder you are not torn in pieces. 
Med. What think you of ſetting up an Office of i in- 


Ielligence for theſe matters? the project may get money. 


L. Town. You would have great dealings with country 


Ladies. 


Med. More than Muddiman has with their husbands. 


1 Belinda. 


T. Town, Ballade, what has been become, of y ou 
we have not ſeen, you here of late with your friend 
Mrs." Lovett. 


Bell. Dear creature, 1 left her bot” novy , "> kadly | 
Mlited. 


L. Town. With her old diſtemper, zal? | 
Med. Dorimant has plaid her ſome new prank. . 
Bell. Well that Dorimant is * the worſt man 


"Emil, 
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Emil. I once thought ſo. 1 
Bell. And do you not think c Ki? 15 jlte p 
Emil. No, indeed! f 4 D 


Bell. Oh Jeſu! 


ee does hins «grant deal e e 


and | will never believe what it af man I av nc 3 
Know, again for his ſake. Bell. 
Bell. You make me onder! Emi 
TL. Town, He's a very well-bred man, rea 
= But ſtrangely ill-natur'd. : . 7 

l. Then he's a very witty man. le 


: 121 But a man of ng principles. | Dor. 
Ad. Your man ot principles is a very fine thing den 
Bell. To be preferr d to men gf parts by Women wh 
have regard to their reputation and quiet. Well wer 
8 mip fed to play the foal, he ſhou'd? e the laſt man] 
think 
ed. He bag been the firſt in many! Ladies fayours 
though you are ſo leyfre, Madam. | | 
T Town. What he may he fora Lover I know not Porn 
but hes a very pleaſant acquaintance I am ſure. | 


Bell, Had you ſeen bim * Mrs. Loveit. as I hay Da 


done you wou'd never endure him mare... Bell 
125 "Emil. "What, Fo as 4 With her agg in! Tas 
Bell. Upon the flighteſt 'occafion; He's boar Bell 
"wo sbe never ſaw him in her life but yeſterday 2 
and that was here. Dor 
Emil. On my conſcience! [he's the only man in Town | Bell 


that's her averſion: how, 1 out of ymour ſe 
. e he talk d to her! 0 5 * 
And ſome body has «mt rol bim. 


| 2 "= ö he comes. | 
die ue, 4 7 90 Th 


M Nr er U you ar u cki] „ om . 0j : 
Er a Los 812 elückiy £ «5 ta] 


Ty 


blte perſon. | 

Dor. You tender your reputation too much Imo, 
ladam, to whiſper with me before this good company. 
Bell. To ſerve Mrs. Lovejt » I'll make a bold venture. 
Dor. Here's Medley , the very plrit of ſcandal. | 


Bell. No matter! 


D grimant. 


L. Town. Tell him , Bellinda, whether he willor 00! 


Bell. Mrs. Lovers. l aloud. 
Dor. Softly; theſe are lake you do not know ern. 
Boll. In a word pave made me hate you, which 1 
bought you never could have done 4 Dor. apart. 
Dor. In obeying your commands. 

Bell. Twas a exuel prov you play's: how cou'dyou 
ct it? 8 


VE Dor. Not ing js eruel to a mg he cok Haim. 
8 elf to pleaſe you; Remember five - 1 to mogen 
ot Mnorni 


Bell" tremble when you n ame 1. bb Boge 


Dor. Be ſure you come. gb 926% 3 1 ” L NL 4b 
Bell. I ſha nor. 3 . 

Dor. Sue got Wil! i! 
Bell. 1 dare nor. F 5 5 1 | : 
Dor. Seen I ay. el 
Dor. You will. 5 255 ads, 
Bell. I Will 85 ar OE 1 ie CITY 


Dor. Kind. 


ha fail'd you e. KIT 
Dor. Surprizing y kind 1 In wen temper did you leave 
Het +> 1 3” 
Bell. Her raving was Han. over; . and the be 
to be in a brave way of defying Von, atid all your works 
en you been fnce ou went from! thenre 


VS. 


2 
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Bell. Has a word or two ts Gp ty6u from afiſeon- 


Emil. Tis ſomething your are unwilling to hear Me 


Fell 1 am gad . =] 


Der. 17 


” 
— ——ů — ů — — — : LEE — * 
n Cx N > A 9 — : 
— a * * — " 
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4 THE MAN or MODE; er, Sr. 
Dor. I look d in at the Play. | 
Bell. I have promis d and muſt return to her agen, 

Dor. Perſuade her to walk in the Mall this evening 
Bell. She hates the place and will not come. 

Dor. Do all you can to prevail wich e 7 
Bell. For whatpurpoſe ?- 

: Dor. Sir Fopling will be here anon; rl prepare hi 
to ſet upon her there before me. 

-_ Bell. You perſccute her too much, but! do all you 

. | 

\ rei her planly,, * tis grow 5 dull a buſineſs, 
can drudge on no longer. [ aloud 

Emil. There are afffictions in Love, Mr. Dori man: 
Dor. You Women make em, who are commonly as 
unreaſonable in that as you are at Play; without the Page 
adyantage be on your fide, a man can never quiet you ar: 

give over when he's weary. 
Med. If you would play without being obliged tq ho ha 
complaiſance, Dorimant, you ſhould play in publick places 

Dor. Ordinairies were a very good thing for that; bu 

Gentlemen do not of late frequent ein: the * pla 

Js now in private houſes, 

| 33 linda iner to ſeal away. 

IL. Town. Bellinda, are you leaving us fo ſoon ? 

Bell. I am to go to the Park "with. Mrs. Loveit 
Madam... [Ex. Bellinda 
T. Town.' This confidence wil go nigh to el this 
young Creature. 

Med. Twill do her good, Madam; ; Young men who 
are brought up under practiſing Lawyers prove the abler 
. when they come to be calld to har iben⸗ 

ſelves 

Dor. The Town een very fayuureble to you: this 

- afternoon, my Lady Townley , you uſe to have an ambaraz 

pk. chairs and coaches at your door, an uproar of footmen 
in your hall, and a noiſe of fools, above here. 

L. Town. Indeed my houſe is the pepealrenderours 


* Ss 


| kifs 3 
the bel 
your 8 
ee; 
8 
the ver 
Ith Tu 
ny pat 
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ud next to the Play-honſe is the common refuge af al 8 
the young idle people. 

Emil. Company is a very good thing, Madam, but 
wonder you do not love it à little more choſen. 5 
L. Town- Tis * to have an univerſal taſte; we 

hould love wit, but for variety, be able to divert our 
flves with the extravagancies of thoſe who want it. 
Med. Fools will make you _ 
Emil. For once or twice; bu repetition of their 
| oly after a viſit or two grows tedious and unſufferable. 
I, Town. You: are 2 little too e Emilia. | 


; "why a Page. 15 
page · Sir Fopling Flutter , Madam, defiresto know if | 


you are to be ſeen. 

L Town. Here's the freſheſt fool in Town, and one 
jho has not cloy'd you yet. rages 7 
Pag Madam 
L. Town. Deſire him to wk up. 
Dor. Do not you fall on him, Medley , and find 
lim. Sooth him up in his extravagance ! he will ſhew 
he better. 

Med You know I have a natura indulgence for Fools 
nd need not this caution, Sir! 


& 


Enter Si Fopling Flutter, with his Page * a: Sa 
r. Fop. Page! Wait without. Madam, [ To L. Town] 


the belles aſſemblies form han ſelves here every day. Lady, 
pur ſervant; ¶ To Emilia. '] Dorimant, let me embrace 
thee; without lying I have not met, with any of my 
equainrance , vo retain ſo much of Paris as thou doſt; 
he very air thou haiſt when the Marquiſe miſtook thee- 
ich Tuilleries, N N and N 
lay Pardo 3 


— 


— 


[kifs your hands , I ſee yeſterday was nothing of chance, 5 


THE MAN o F MODE; CA ] 
” Dor. 1 would fain wear in abiagae loup a 1 
Sir, tis a thing to be valu'd in men as well as bawble 

Sr. Fop. Thou art à man of wit, and underſtand 
the Town: prithee let thre and I he jatimitate; there! 
no living without —_— ſbme good man the confiden 
_ of our pleafures, 

Dor. Tis trus; but chere is no man ſo improper 
ſuch a buſineſs as I am. 

Sr. Fvp: Pfithee! lan thon. fo modeſt ah opinior 

| forthy . 

Doe. Why firſt; Lewd neter Jens fone iu m 
life; and then there is no charm fo infallibly make ed. 

:.- WE fall i in love with a F my knowing a frien L. To 
loves her. I deal honeſtly with you. 

Sr. Fo Thy humour's very galant; or let. me periſh 
I knew a French Count ſo like the. 

T. Fon; WR I perceive has mvre power over yo 
than beauty, Sir Faphng, elſe you would not have le 
this Lady ſtand fo long negleded. 

Sr. Fop. A thouſand pardons, Madam, [ To Emilia, 

9 ſome eivilitie's due of eourſe upon the metting a long er. 
* abferit fiend. The eelat of ſo much beauty I confels ough we 
to have charm'd me ſooner, 


mil. The brilliau bt fo mueh gobd Sir , haf ee. 
much more power than the little 5 ir, F 

* Sr. Fop I never ſaw any thing prettier than this big Wiki 
Es work on ur point d'Eſpagne..; - L. To 
5 Exil. his not ſo rich as point de Pale... „ r. F 
dr. Fop: Not altogether but looks cooler, and is more Emil, 

for the ſeaſon... Dorimant , ts not that en ot far 

Dor. The fame, Sir. 3 I, F 

. Sr. Fop.. Forgive me Sir, in A a of. civil = Te 
Ries Santi not oma be avg you in my arms ſooner K. F. 

8 ä the hora any manin Town 1. 
r F 
Nied. By my own, you would not gueſs. it. 45 


8. Fop. There are Criticks who do not write, * . 
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yd. Our peeviſh Poets will ſearce allow it. 

&r, Fop. Dam em, they'll allow no man wit, who 

z not play the fool like themſelves and ſhow it. Have 

u taken notice ot the Calleſh I brought over? 

Hed. O yes! it has quite another air, than ch'Englitk 
es. 

" Fop. "Tis as eafily known from an Engliſh Tum- : 

as an Inns of Court-man is from one of us 

Dor. Truly there is a bel- air in caleſhes as well as men. 

Med. But there are few fo delicate to obſerye itt 

Fr, Sat The world i is apo very . 17 5 5 

ee 

L. Town, He's very fine. 

Emil. Extream proper. 

Sr. Fop. A Night fait L made per im tm firſt : 

rival, not worthy your conſideration 5 Ladies, 

Dor. The pantaloon is very well mounted. 

Sr. Fop.” The taffels are riew and pretty. 

Med . I never ſdẽ a coat better cut. 

Fr, Fop, It makes meſhow long-wafted, and I think 

er 

ber. That's the ſhape our Ladies doit ou. 

Med. Your breech a is a handful too high in 

eye, Sir Fopling. 

ir. Fop, Peace, "Aredlby , I have wiſht it lower a thode 

hi times, bat a pox on't,, twill not be. 

[. Town, His gloves are well tring'd, large and graceful. 

ir, Fop. I was always eminent for being bien gants. 

Emil, He wears nothing but what are originals of the 

oft famous hands in Paris. | | 

vr, Fop. You are in the tight, Madam, k 

L. Town. The ſuit ? . 

i, Fop. Barroy. | 

Emil. The nd * 

ir. Fop. Le Gras 

Med. The _ 

Sr, om A N 


Ce 
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| and unealie all the time J entertain'd her. 


| Saint James's, and give you ſome information, upc 
the which you may regulate your proceedings, 


Ladies, were pity to keep ſo much beauty longer with 


adorn it. * Page, - - 


| | F 
7 See that all my people be ready. Dorimant arevoi you 
Med. A fine mettld coxcomb. >_ 1 
Dor. Brisk and inſipid.. 2 
Aed. Pert and dull. by 1 


5 my life he paſles for a wit with many. 


beſides, I hear, ſhe likes you too 
Sr. Fop. Methoughts ſhe ſeem'd though very reſerv'! 


8 

Dore: een ñĩ T DT 
Fr. Fop. Chedreux. 3 1 1 fur 
Town. and Emil. The gloves? taſtle 

Sr. Fop. Orangerie! You know the 3 Ladies coin 
Dorimant. I could find in my heart for an amuſemen A 
to have a gallantry with ſome of our Engliſh Ladies 1 
Dor. Tis a thing no leſs neceſſary to confirm the repij mee 
t 0tjstion of your wit, than a duel will be to be! E's 
Tovyn of your courage. buſi 
Sr. Fop. Here was a Woman delay. * here 
Dor. Miſtreſs Loveit. _ . | A 
Sr. Fop. You have nam'd her 1 1 
Dor. Vou cannot pitch on a better for your purpo I 

Sr. Fop. Prithee ! what is ſhe? _ ff 
Dor. A perſon of quality, and one who has a reſt & 7 

| AER enough to make the conqueſt conliderabl 1 


Dor. Grimace and affectation + you will ſee her i it 


mall to- night. 
Sr. Fop. Prithee, let thee and I take the air togethe 
Dor. I am engag d to Medley, but I'll meet you 


Sr, Fop. All the world will be in the Park to-nigh 
doors, and rob the ring of all thoſe . that. ſho 


Enter Page „ann goes out again. 


Emil. However you deſpiſe him, os. Pull 
bd) 


Dor. That may very well be: Nature hath her cheats, 
ſums a brain, and puts ſophiſticate dulneis often on the 
taſtleſs multitude for true wit and good! hu mour. Medley, 
come: 


meet anon and bor. ¶ To the Women. 
I. Town. Not to- night ! we are engag d about a 
buſineſs, the knowledge ot which 2 5 a wo _—_ 
hereafter. - - / -; 
Mer. Your ſervant, 5 wy, | 
Dor. A revoir, as Sir Fopling fays.. Cr: Mad. & Dor: 
T. Town. Tlie old Man will be here TY 
Emil, Let's expect him i'th' garden. 
TI. Town. Go, de OR NET: | : 
B 1 can't abide / lee 


SCENE II 


Enter Harriet, ; 3 5 Bellir, 5 the pit him 


Be EY Hanis, | 
Ome along. 1 
1. Bell. And Kare your 'mather.. 


but thar's no matter. 4 | 
T. Bell. 'T will look ſtrang y in me. 


your manners. 


| Har. A fellow Beauty of the laſt Kings time, though 
| by _— ruines you would hardly gueſs it. [ Exeunt. 
Al . Enter Dorimant and cute tha ſtage. 
a D 33 


p . . 
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Med. 1 28 go a little way. I will meet you ihe malle 
Dor. I'Il walk through the 3 thither, we ſhall 


| 


& : * 
* 8 4 
HE, 
1 
Te- Mail. . 2 5 n 4 


Har. Buſie will be ſent with a hue K oy after us; 7 


Har, She ']] believe it afre of mine, . 0 
T. Bell. What reverend: ac qunintunce is that ſhe has met? | 


Enter . 


3 THE MAN OP MODE, „s 


| Enter Vs bear as Harriet. 


Y. Bell. By this time your Mother is in a fine taking, 

Har. If your Friend Mr. Dorimant were but here now 
that ſhe might find me talking with him. 

7. Bell. She does not know him, but dreads him, l 
Har. She concludes if he- genere 6 2 Woma 
ſhe's undone, is on her knees every Guy to pray Heay' 
A me from him. 

T. Bell. You do not apprehend him ſo much as ſh does 

Har. I never faw any thing in him that was frightfull 
T. Boll. On the contrary, have you not obſervec 

Hmething extream delightfull in his Wit aud perſon 
Har. He's agreeable — pleaſant I muſt own; but he 
| does ſo much affect being ſo, he diſpleaſes me. 

T. Bell, Lord, Madam, alt he does and fas, 18 fe 
eaſie, and ſo natural - 

Har. Some mens verſes ſeem ſo to the unskilful, but 
labour i'the one, and affectation i i the other to the judi 


kers; 
atio 
J. Be 
your 
Har. 

ne be 
 whic 
bor. 4 


Har. 
. Be 
Dor. 


ny! 

cious plainly appear. ry! 
N Bell. Lnever beard dim acous us'd of afſectation before Ne. 
e Bs . Be 
Fnter Dorimant and fares upon her. 555 

I. B. 


Hur. It paſſes on the eaſit Town , who : are favourabl 
phy in him ro call t bumour. | 
"L EX. T- Bellair and Harriet 

Dor. *Tis the ! it muſt be ſhe, that lovely hair, that 
caſie ſhape, thoſe wanton eyes, and all thoſe melting 
" charms about her mouth, which Medley ſpoke of; I. 
follow the Lottery , > and mot infor a Prizewith my friend 
Bellarr. 


Es. Dor. n 


In love 'he Vidtors Pins 41. bange y: 


"I Jy Har wore, Yard thy ſte , 
nt 
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er v. Bela, * Harriet, „ and after them Dorimant : 
e Jang as a  diftance. | | 


WoW 

J. Bell. Mot le fefer high Park to this ace. 
ar. It has t people reputarion [ confeſs : 17 1 abo- 
inate the dull diverſions there, the formal bows, 
affected ſmiles; the filly by-wotds, and amorous 
ers, in paſſing ; here one meets with a little con- 
ftion now an then, | | 


your ſex , Madam. 
Har. Tt may be fo becauſe we who want temper. 
je been undone by garaiog, muſt others who have 
wholly: deny themſelves the pleafure of play? 
Dur. Truſt me, it were unreaſonable, Madam, 

n © [Com up gently , and bowing to 2 
Har. Lord! 1 105 8 W L She fares and looks g grave. 
J. Bell. Dorimant. 
Dor. Is this the woman your Father would Wie ** 
„ ; 
2 It is. 8. | 
Dor. Her name? 
I. Bell. Harriet. 
Dor. Jam not miſtaken, ges 14 5 | 
Y, Bell. Talk to her, ber wit is better than her face 3 
were wiſhing for you but now. _ 
Der. Overcaſt with ſeriouſneſ: o'the ſudden! [fo 
riert.] A thouſand ſmiles were ſhining in that face but 
I; I never faw ſo quick a change of weather. 
nd 1 feel as great 3 change within; Aſide. ] 

he fhall never know it. 
Dor You were talking of play , Madam . pray what, 
by be your ſtint? ? 
Har. A little harmleſs e in publick walks, or 
moſt an appointment in a __ bare fac'd at the Pay- 
D 2 houſe” 


— 


J. Bell. Theſe converſations have been fatal to tome 2 


Iook'd ſmilingly over your ſhoulder at em. 


— 


houſe ; you are for masks, and private meetings, wher 
women eiigage for all they are worth I hear, ' 
Dor. I have been us d to deep play, but I can mali 
one at ſmall game, when { like my gameſter well. . 
Har. And be ſo unconcern'd you'll ha' no pleaſure in't 
Dor. Where there is a conſiderable ſum to be wo? 
the hope of drawing people in, makes every trifle cor 
Har. The ſordidneſs of mens natures I know make 
'em willing to flatter and comply with the rich, thoug| 
they are ſure never to be the better for em. 


Dor. Tis in their power to dous good, and wedeſpa 
not but at ſome time or other they may be willing, 

Har. To men who have far il in this Town like yo 
*rwould be a great mortification to live on hope. Coul 
you keep a lent for a Miſtreſs? 
2 Dor, 1 


he ca 
5 
Bor 
eutert: 
Hat 


93 


* 


1: expectation of a happy Eaſter; and thoug 
time be very precious, think forty days well loſt, t 
gain your favour. . | . 
Har. Mr. Bellair , let let us walk; tis time to lea 
him : men grow dull when they begin to be particula 
Dor. Vare miſtaken, flattery will not enſue, thoug 
I know y' are greedy of the praiſes of the whole mai 
. Har. You do me wrong. 3338 

Dor. 1 do not; as 1 follow d. you, I obſerv'd ho 
you were pleas'd when the Foßs cry'd ſhe's handſom 
very handſome, by God ſhe is, and whiſper'd aloud yo 
name; the thouſand ſeveral forms you put your face int eur, 
then to make your ſelf more agreeable how Wanton L. 
you play d with your head, flung back your locks, 


Har. I do not go begging the mens as you do the Ladi 
good liking with a fly ſoftneſs in your looks, and a gent 
lowneſs in your bows , as you paſs by em. ., as th ande. 


Ent 
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vher 

i c Enter Lady Woodvil and Buſy | 

ma 

ll. T. Bell Your mother, Madam. 7 | 
e int [ Pulls Har. She compoſes har ſelf 


wo . Wood, Ah my dear child Harrier. 

con By. Now is ſhe fo pleas'd with MY her one , 
he cannot chide her. 

Z. Wood. Come away! 

ous MI Bor. Tis now but high mail, Mein, the moſt 
ntertaining time of all the evening. 

Har. I would fain ſee that Dorimant , mother, you 
b cry out of, for a monſter, he's in the Mail I Ry 
L. Wood. Come away then! the plague is here, and 
jou ſhould dread the infection. : 
Y. Bell. You Way be misinform'd of the Gothic: 
ougſ L. Wood. Oh no I hope you do not know him. He 
the Prince of all the Devils in TO TOI ; delights i in 

pthing but in rapes and riots. 

Dor If you did but hear him ſpeak, Nears; 
I. Wood. Oh! he has a tongue they ſay would tempt 
our e Angels to a ſecond fall | 


ner Sir rang wh his equipage » fo Ix frt-men, ted 
a” | 


Sr, bp. yy; n Norman, La Roſe, La 
int eur, La Tour, La Verdure. Dorimant. n 
ton} i Wood, Here, here he is among this rout”, he names 
m; come awa Harriet, come away. 

[I Ex. L. Wood. Har Buſy . Bell 
Dor This fools ooming has ſpoil'd all; ſhe's gone, 
zent Wit ſhe has left a pleaſing image 30 her ſelf behind that 
thWanders in my ſout-.. It muſt not ſettle there. 

Sr. Fop. What reverie is this? ſpeak man 
Dor. Snatch'd from my ſelf l how far 2 18 
Pets 1 8 the oo?” . 
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Enter Meder. 1 
Ned. Dorimant, a diſcovery! 5 met with Bella ecler 
Dor. You can tell me no news, Sir I know all, WM prep 
Med. How do you like the daughter? | PU 
Dor. You never came ſo near truth 1 in your life, 
Jou did in her deſcription, | 
Med: What think you of the Mother? 
Dor. What ever 1 think of her, ſhe thinks \ very wilh D 
of me, I find. dum 
Aed. Did ſhe know you? . ler 
Dor. She did not; whether ſhe does now or no Se 
know not. Here was a pleaſant Scene towards , w Th 
in came Sir Fopling , muſtering up his equipage, Be 


at the latter end nam'd me, and frighted away. Pe 
Med. Loveit and Bellinda are not far off, I faw i mi 


alight at St. James's, Be 
Dor. Sr. Fopling, hark you, a wed or two,[ hide firang 
look you do not want aſſurance. : | Pe 
Sr. Fop. I never do on theſe occaſions. _ Be, 


Dor. Walk on, we muſt not be ſeen together, ma dear. 
your advantage of what I have told games the next t Lo- 
1 you will meet the Lady. | | | 


Sr. Fop, Hey... Follow me all. Bel 
n Fop. & his equi Lo 

Dor. Medley, you ſhall ſee good ſport anon berwe Pa 
Tovine and this Fopling. Lo: 


Med I thought there was ſomething toward by ti made 


e | Be 
Dor. You know a worthy principle of hers? much 
Med. Not to be ſo muchas civil to a man who fpealM Lo: 
to her in the preſence of him ſhe profeſſes to love. Bel 

Dor. I have encourag'd Fopling to talk to her to-night To- 
Med. Now you are here, ſhe will go nigh to beat hi Bel 
Dor. In the humour ſhe's in, her jove will maſ dear. 

Lo' 


her do ſome very extravagant thing, doubtleſs, | 
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: Med. Whar was Jellindas buſineſs with you at any 
Lady Townleys ? 


Dor. To get me to meet Loveit here i in order to an 1 5 


lair WM cclerciſment; 1 made ſome difficulty of it , and have 
all, ¶ prepar d this rancounter to make goon my jelouſy 
| Meg. * they come! _ 


Enter 0 Belinda and darts. "ci 


Dor. The meet her and provoke her with a deal of 
dumb civility in paſſing by, then turn . and be chin | 
ker when Sir Fopling ſets upon her 

See how unregarded now bg 

That piece of beauty paſſes*. Ex. Now, and Med. 

Bell, How wonderful retj pectfully he bow'd! | 

Pert. He's always over-mannerly when he has done 
: miſchief, _ 
| Bell, Mephoughts indeed at the Game i time he had a 
ier range ing countenance. 

1 "oe I unk lock he thinks becomes him. 

Bell, I was afraid you would have ſpoke to ling. » my 
r... 

Lov. I would ke did firſt; he hall no more find 
Ine the loving fool he has done. , 

Bell You love him fil? _ 

Loy. No. 

Pert. I wiſh you did not 

Tov · I do not, and I will TIE you think 905 What 
made you hale me to this odious place, Bellinda? 

Bell. I hate to be bulch'd up in a coach; Fralking is 
much better. | 
Lov. Would we could meet Sir . Fopling 1 now. 

Bell. Lord! would you not avoid him? 

Tov. I would make him all the advances that may be. 
Bell · That l e Aeg . Dorimants ſuſpicion, my 
dear. : 
Lou. He is not TR but I will make hiw fo, and ; 
l reveng d a wa de little chinks on. ES i 
D & «+ O65 Bell. 7 


{ 
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Bell. aſide: If ſhe thould make him jealous, that may Si! 
make him fond of her again: I muſt diſſwade her from the 
it · Lord! my, dear , this will certainly make him hate + © 
Ou - 2 
Lov · *Twill aks him uneaſi e though he does not 3 
| care for me; I know the effects of jealouſie on men off 
his proud temper. 8 
Bell. Tis a fautaſtick remedy its operations are 4 
gerous and uncertain. _ 
Tov. Tis the ſtrongeſt cordial we can give dying Love, | 
It often brings it back whetri ther's no ſign of lite remai:Y 
ning. But I 8 801 not ſo much the! reviving his 5 as my 
revenge. 
5 
| Enten Sir Fopling 161 Fre is Equipage- - p 
Sir. Fop- Hy ! bid the coach-man ſend home four off and 
his horſes, and bring the coach to Mhite-· Hall: LIl walk J 
over the park .. Madam, the honour of kiſſing your fiir 7 
hands i is a | happineſs I miſs'd this rod at my Lady por 
oon 1 
Lov. You were very. obliging , Sir roplin „the la WY Sir 
time 1 faw you aſe 405 tho 
Sir Fop. The preference was due to your wit de beauty . s 
Madam, your Servant, there never was ſo ſweet an wa 
evening. Ve 
Bell. T has drawn all the rabble of the Town Weber 1 
Sir Fop. Tis pity ther's not an order made, that none ; 
but the beau monde ſhould walk here. . 
Tov. Twould add much to the beauty of the place; hur 
ſee what a | fore of naſty fellows, are — ; air 
'E nter 9 il faſhiow'd 2 „ fi aan. mY Wa 
UE He 7 the 


"Tis not for kiſs alone, &c. 155 


Lov. . Fo! their e are Leemed with t thn q 
2M {trong... | 


%A4 


"Ip 
at ma Sir Fop. It overcomes our pulvilio... Methinks l ell 


from the coffee houſe they com: from. 
n hate 1 Man. Dorimants convenient, Madam Lovers, 


es not 
len o 


3 Man. What ſpruce prig is that? / 
1 Man. A caravan, lately come from Paris. 1 900 
2 Man, Peace, they ſmoak. 
edan There's ſomething 75 to be done, . 
Love, 
mai 
8 my 


FL Ex. Jos Aging 


'S 


Enter Dorimant 4 Nele 


Dor. They re ingag d. 85 | 
Med, She entertains him as if ſhe lik d him. 


Dor. Lec us go for ward... ſeem earneſt in diſcqurſe 
and ſhew our ſelves. Then you hall ſee how ſhell uſe him? 


Bell. Yonder's Dorimant, My dear. 


To Sir Fopling. I like this a nice humour of yours, 
Sir Fopling: With what a oathing eye he look d upon 
thoſe fellows! 

Sir Fop. I fat near one of 'em at a Play to-day , and 


Wears. 


Lov. Oh! filthy cordivant, how I hate the ſmell! 
7's [ Laughs i in a loud affefted way". 
Sir Fa Did you obſerve, Madam, how their cravats 
hung looſe an inch from their neck and what a frightful 
air it gave em? 
| Lov. Oh, I took particular notice of one that is al- 
waies ſprue d up with a deal of dirty sky colur d ribband. 
Bell. That's one of the walking flajolets, who —_— 
the mail o'nights... 
Lov. Oh! I remember him! H'has a hollow week; 
Fough © to ſpoil the ſweetneſs of an 1 


. 
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2 Man. I like the oylie.. . Buttock with her. 15 * 


A of them 3 - 


Lov. 1 ſee him, he comes inſulting; but! wil dikp- 
oint him in his expectation. | [ Aſide. 


was almoſt poiſon'd with 4 pair of cordi vant gloves be 


Ds 5 


35 THE MAN OF MODE, 673 


Sir Fop. I have ſeen the talleſt walk the frecte, wit 
' a dainty pair of boxes, neatly buck!'d on. pf 
Tov. And a little Footboy at his heels, e 1 
with a flat-cap...a dirty face. cert 
Sir Fop. And a ſnotty noſe.. all! 
Lov. Oh. .. odious, there's many of my own Gox with 50] 
that Holborn equipage trigg to Greys ES) and now alte 
and then travel hither on a Sunday. | wo 
. Med. She takes no notice of you. ; 
Dor. Damn her! I am jealous of a counter plot! cib 
Lov. Your liveries are the fineſt, Sir Fopling. ., Oh han 
that Page! that Page is the prextily'l dreſt.. .1 hey are 
all Frenchmen. 24 
Sir Fop. There's one damn'd Engliſh blockhead among | 
em, you may know him by his meine. tio 
Tov. Oh! that's he, that's he, what do you call him? 
Sir Fop. Hey. . I know not what to call him.. Me: 
Lov. What's your name? 
_  Foorm, John Trott, Madam 
Sir Fop. O unſufferable! Trott, Trott, Trott! there $ 
nothing io barbarous as the names of our e Servants, 
What Country man are you. Sirrah ? |, 
Footm, Hampſhire , Sir. 75 
Sir Fop. Then, Hampſhire be your name. Hey, Hamp- 
hire! 
| Lay Lov. O That Sad that ſound becomes the mouth 
__ of a man of quality! | fri 
Aled. Dorimant, you look alittle baſhful on 1 the matter! di 
Dor. She diſſembles better than I thought ſhe could 
"Sg done, at 
Med. You have tempted her with too luſcious a bai. da 
ſhe bites at the coxcomb. | 
Dior. She cannot fall from loving me to that 2 4 Ct 
I Med. You begin to be jcalous in carneft. | 
Dor. Ofone I do not love... of 
+ Med. You did love her; 0 


Dor. The fit alen been over «cs; | 2 ” Med 


: , 
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\Med. But I have known men fall into dangerous re- 
lapſes when they have found a woman inclining to another. 

Dor. He gueſſes the ſecret of my heart! I am con- 
cern d, but dare not ſhow it, leſt Bellinda ſhould miſtruſt 
al [ have done to gain her. \ [To himſelf. 

Bell. [ Aſide. ] I have watch'd his look, and find no 
alteration there. Did he love her , ſome figns of jealouſy 
would have appear'd? 
5 Dor. J hope this happy evening , Madam, has recon- 
t! cid you to the ſcandalous Mail, we ſhall have you now 
Oh hankering here agen. 
y areflll © Lov. Sir Fopling , will you walk... 

| Sir Fop. I am all obedience; Madam. a 
nong Lov. Come along then... and let's agree to be mali- 
| tious on all the ill-taſhion'd things we meet. 
aim Sir Fop. Well make a critick on the whole wal. 
P Madam. | 

Lov. Bellinda , you ſhall engage. | 
Bell. To the reſerve of our friends, my dur 


eres Lov. No! No exceptions... | 

nts, Sir Fop. We'll ſacrifice all to our diverſion... 

8 Lov. All. . all. 1 4, 
Sir Fop. All. 


mp Bell. All then let it be. ; | 
[Ex Sir Fopling, Loveit Bellinds, Pert. 233 


uth Med, Would you had brought ſome more of your 

| friends, Dorimant, to have been Witneſſes of en. AR 
ter! diſgrace; and your triumph. . 
uld Dor. Twere ren n to deſire vou not to Lugh | 


: at me; but pray do not expoſe me to the Town this : 
ait: day or two. 

Aled. By that time you hope to bare regain nd your 

credit. 5 

Dor. I know the hates Fopling , , and only makes uſe 

of him in hope to work me on agen; had it not been 

for ſome . e which will be remoy d | 

to 
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pe EM, morning, 1 had made her pluck off this mask, 
| La ſhew he FEM that lyes panting under. N 92 


| Enter 4 Factman, 


Med. Here comesa man from Zellair, with news of WM 
you laſt adventure. T] 
Dor. I am glad he ſent him. ] long to know the Ml 

conſequence « of our parting. 
© "PFootm- Sir, my Maſter deſires you to come to my 
Lady Townleys preſently, and brin vg Mr Medley with En. 
you. My Lady 'Woedwill and her daughter arc there, 1 
Med. Then alls well, Dorimant. 
Footm. They have ſent for the fid4les, and mean to ] 
| dance! He bid me tell you, Sir, the old Lady does 
not know yoy, avd would have you own your ſeltto 
be Mr. Courtage. They are all __ 'd to receive you | 
by that name. 
Dor. That foppiſh admirer of quality ; who flatters 
the very meat at konourable tables, and never offers 
love to a woman below a Lady grand- mother. 


Med. You know the character you are to act, I ſee. f 
Dor. This is Harriets contrivance .. Wild, witty, c 
ovelome, beautiful and young”. . Come along Medley... 8 
Led. This new Woman would well ſupply the fove Ko 
of Loveit. | 
Dor. That buſineſs muſt not end ſo; ; before to- mor: ¶ . 
rovvs Sun is ſet, 1 will reyenge and clear it. No 
And you and Loveit to her of fhal fu, ID 

4 fathom all the depths of womankind, | up 

C Exeunt: ali 


1 
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CODED CAD dt cam chan 
A C Tc ben Veg 


THE SCE N E opens with th | 
dlles Playing 4 country dance. add 


Bet: | 


Enter Dorimint, L. Woodvil, Dung 


lair, and Mrs. Harriet, Old Bellair, and | 


Emilia, Mr. Medley and L. . 5 
as e Juſt ended the dance. 


„„ n . 5 

CO, — ſol a ſmart bout, à very ſmart bout, od | 

L. Town, How. do you like e e 5 
Brother ? $4.24 

O. Bell. Not at all, not at all. 

L. Town. You ſpeak not what you think, 1 am fore: 

O. Bell. No matter for that, go, bid her dance nd 
more, it don't become her, it don't become ker, tell 
her 1 fay ſo; A-dod I love her. [ Aſide. 

Dor. [ To L. Woodvill. ] All 8 mingle now a 
days, Madam, and in publick places women of quality 
have the leaſt reſpect ſhow'd em. 

L. Wood. I proteſt you ſay the truth, Mr. Courtage. 

Dor. Forms and ceremonies, the only things that 
uphold quality and rey „are now ene laid 
aſide and neglected, . 

5. Wood, Well! this is not tbe v womens age, let em 
think what they will; levydneſs is the buſineſs now:? 
Love was the buſineſs in my time. 

Dor. The women indeed are little beholding to the 


' Young men n 1 5 re * only _ 
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mirers of themſelves , and make their court Ro nothing 

but their perriwigs and their cravats; and would be 

more concern'd for the diſordering of em, tho on a 
occaſion, than a young maid would be for the 

tumbling ot her head or handkerchjef, _ 

L. Wood. I proteſt you hit em. 

Dor. They are very aſſiduous to ſhow themiſelves at 

| Court well dreſsd to the women of quality, but their 

buſineſz is with the ſtake miſtreſſes of the Town, who 


are prepar d to receive their lazy addreſſes, by induſtrious | 


old lovers who have caſt em off, and made em eaſy, 
- - Har. He fits my mothers humour fo well; a little 
more and ſhe'll dance a kiſſing dance with him anon. 
- Med. Dutifully obſerv'd , Madam. 
Dor. They pretend to be great- criticks in beauty; 
by their talk you would think they lik d no face, and 
yet can doat on an ill one, if it belong to a landreſs or 
a Taylors daughter: they cry a woman's paſt her prime 
at twenty, decay'd at four and twenty , old and unſuf · 
terable at thirty. 
L. Wood. Unſufferable at thirty! That they are in the 


wrong, M. Courtage; at five and thirty, chere are lieg 


Proofs enough to convince em. 


Dor. Ay Madam |! ther's Mrs. Setlooks , Mrs Droplip , 


and my Lady Lowd! ſhew me among all our opening 
buds, a face that promiſes wo much beauty as the re= 
mains of theirs, _ 


E. Wood. The deprav'd appetire of this vielous age 


taſtes nothing but re fruit, and loaths it when 'tis 
kindly ripen d. 


Dor. Elſe ſo many deſerving women, ure. would 


not be ſo- untimely neglected. 
| L. Wood, Iproteſt, Mr. Conrrags ih hith ook 
: men as you, would be enough to attone for that wicked 
* Dirimant, and all the under debauchees of the Town: 
T__ 8 the matter there? 
9 n Young Bell. Med. Lady Town. 
| 8 broak ou into a laughter. 


Di 
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Med. A pleaſant miſtake, Madam, that a Lady has 
ade, occaſions a little laughter. 
0. Bell, Come, come, you keep em idle; they a are. 
npatient till the fiddles play again. 
Dor. You are not weary , Madam? | 
L. Woee. One dance mores I cannotrefuſe 3 
u tage. [ They dance. 
C After the 4 O. Belair, / raging and 
Aancing up to Emilia 
ous Emil. You are very active, Sir. 
aſs, 0, Bell. A nes Sirrah; when I wasa youll 
ittle could ha' caper Hh my womans gorget. _ 
Dor. 8 are willing to reſt your ſelf, Madam. | 
L. Town. We'll walk into my chamber and fit down. 
Med. Leave us, Mr. Courtage; he'sa A andthe 
dung Ladies are not weary yet, . | 
L. Wood. We'll ſend him out again. 


$ or 
me Har. If you do not quickly 1 know wi to Lend 
uf. r Mr. Dorimant. | 


L. Wood. This girls bead, Mr. Courtage, is ever run- | 
ing on that wild fellow. f 
Dor. Tis well you have got her a good 0 
adam, that will ſettle it. 5 

7” 6.0 eh. Town. Wood. and 8 
0. Bell. to Emilia. [ A-dod, ſweet-heart be aqvis'd, 
nd do not throw thy ſelf away on a young ore 
Emil. I have no ſuch intention , Sir. | 


1 


ae 1 but no words. os 


ud Emil. But Sir... Nd 

O. Bell. No nie. ..outa pize! peace / ct thn 
od On 1 9 7 q 
1 Enter B 12 5 p 27 : 
mn. Dor. Your company is aue within, Sis. bis 
eh, 


©. N f 


5 Has ſomething to ſay to you. 
buſmeſs with you. 


SE 


Dor. 
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=O: Bel. I go, I gg, good Mr. "Courage." Fare) 


Well; Go! Ill ſee you no more. (2 Em nag! 
Bil. What have I done, Sir? _ bok as 
O. Bell. You are ugly; 0 are 257 Is ſhe not Ihe) 

N 8 he bett 
Ell. Better words or I ſha'nt abide you. Hat. 
0. Bell. Out a pize. . dod, what does ſhe ſay ? E _w 

ne. 


| ber a pat for me thefe. Ex. Old Bella 


Med. Vou have charms for the whak family. tn WI 
Dor. You'll ſpoil all with _e anſeafonabl jen her 
Medley. Dos. 
Med. You ſee I IR my conge,) and am conte . 


155 to be a bare ſpectator, much contrary to my nature. 


Emil. Methinks, Mr. e, op Lady Wo ut I f 


vil is a little fond of you. N Dor. 
Dor. Would her daughter were. it oy 
Med. It may be you may find her ſo, ery her, y bay = 

; 


| have an opportunity. 
Dor. And I will not be it! Bellair, here's a Lac 


Y. Bell. I wait upon her. M. Medley, we have bo 


Dor. Get you all eber then. [To Hiri: 
That demure curt ſy is not amiſs i in jeſt, but do n 
| think in earneſt it becomes ou. 
Har. Affectation N 1 find; from your gras 
bow I. C 
Dor. Where bad you all that corn ; and coldneſs 
s your look? Fs 
Har. Fronm nature, Sir; pardon my want of art᷑: 
have not learnt thoſe ſoftneſſes and languiſhings whic 
- now in faces are ſo much in faſhion. 
Dor. You need em not, you have a ſweetneſs Mut 
| your own, if Te would but calm your ai and 
it ſettle. ö 5 
Har. My eyes are wild and W like my paſſo 
6 * cannot 22 be ty'd to rules. of MY” 5, 
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* 
= Dor. Women indeed have commonly a method of 
En managing thoſe meſſengers of Love; now they will 


ok as if they would kill, and anon they will look as 
they were dying: They point and rebate their glances, . 
he berter to invite us. 

Hat, 1 like this variety well encigh; but hate the 
kt face that always looks as it would Gy „come love 
ne. A woman, who at Flays makes the doux yeux 
) a whole audience, and at home cannot forbear em 
p her monkey. 

Dor. Put on a gentle ſmile, and let me ſer how well 
t will become you. 

Har. I am ſorry my ſos does 208 5 you as it is, 
at I ſhall not be com phiſant and change it. 

Dor. Though you are obſtinate, I know tis capable 
improvement, and ſhall do you juſtice, Madam, if 
| chance to be at Court, when the criticks of the circle 
aſs their judgment; for thither you muſt come. 

Hat. And expect to be taken in pieces, have all my 
hatures examin'd, every motion cenſur'd, and on the 
zhole be condemn'd to be but fpretty , ora MAES of 
te loweſt rate, What think you? 

Dor. The women, nay , the very Lovers who bel 
b the drawing-room will malitiouſly allow you more | 
han that: they always grant what is apparent, that 
ey may the better be believ d. when they name con- 
tral'd faults they cannot eaſily be diſprov d in. 

Har. Beauty runs as great a riſque expos d at Court, 
8 Wit does on the ſtage, where the ugly and the foo- 
Iſh , all are free to cenfure, 

Dor. aſide. ] I love her, and dare not let ber know | 
t; | fear ſhe has an aſcendant o'er me, and may revenge 
de wrongs I have done her Sex. Think of making 
gart), Madam, Love will engage. DT. her. 

Har. Lou make me ftart ! I did not think to have 
i heard of Love from you. 

Ts I neyer knew OM” vas to have a . 
>. : 


\ 
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me, I am ſure. 
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Har. If it be on that idle I will put on m 
e „ 
my lip, let my eye lids fall, and half o er my eyes. 

thus, while you buz à ipeech of an long in my ex 


| fonately ] make advan 


me __ 
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vet, but now and «then have lad irregular fits, . 2 

Har, Take beed, Sckne6 afier long health is c wis; 

ee ye 
ve t 105 

the diſeaſe now ſpreading in me. * = 2 25 cognit 
of Lone fo frightful thas you dare not Gand it?[ Toke ? 

Har. 'Twilldo little execution OE IE wok ) 


Dor, It has been fatal. 
Har. To ſome eaſy women; 6 
to one deſtiny. I was inform'd you ule to laugh at Lor 


and not make it. 
Dor. The time has been, but aow 1 muſt ſpeik. 


and I anſwer never 2 
Dor. That 


word: why do you not begin 
company * uke notice how y; 
you receive em 


Har. Wy 2 5 loves gromu fung 3 


5 Enter &r Fopling and others i Marks. 
Dor. What's here , maiquerades? 
3 I thought that toppery had been left off, and 
ht bave been in private with a fiddle. 
2 e by eme 
themſelve mare acceptable, 
arc known, ; 27 ood 
Y. Bell, This muſt be Sir Fopling, 


Med. That habit Grows i 1 
T. Bell, What are the reſt? ret 


«- 
* 


page , on theſe occaſions. Make him awn himfelf; a 
fool : very troubleſome , when lie preſumes he is. in- 
dognito. 7 | „ 3 
Sir Fop. Do you know we? [ Harrieii 
Har. Fen to ane but I gye(s at you: „ 
Sir Fop. Ate you women as fond of a vizard, as 
Har. I am very fund of a viaard that covers a face I 
do not like, Sir. 1 . 555 1 
V. Bell. Here are no masks you ſee, Sit , but thoſe 
which came with you; this was intended a private mee- 
ting, but becauſe you look like a gentleman, if you dif 


de welcame. 


Meg. Sir Fopling | how came yau hither ? 


tad heard fiddles at my Lady Founleys ,, and... 
Dor. Lou need not ſay any more, Sir. 
Sir Fop, Dorimant, let me kiſs the. 


Sir Eop. Enough, enough; Cvur tags. A pretty kind 
of young eee Medley , I obforv'd her ”a the 
mail more eveillee thati our 
xe; prithee what is the ? 


of her. 
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Med, A company of French raſcals, whom be pick 
up in Paris, and has brought over to be his dancing equi- | _ 


Sir Fop. Faith, as I wascoming late from white-Ball, 
iter the Kings couchee , ane of my people told me he 


cover your lf, and we know you to he ſuch, you ſhall 
Sir Fop. Dear Bala, [ pallng of bis ma 


Dor. Hark you, Sir Fopling... [ Whiſhets: | 


Engliſh wamen commonly 
e, The moſt noted Coquette in Town; beware | 


Sir Fo. Let Her be what ſhe will, I know bow to 


ne take my meaſures: in Paris the mode is to flatter the 


* brude, hugh at the faux-prude , make ſerious love to 


the demi-prude, and only railly at the coquette. Medley, 


what think you? 


Med: That for allthis ſmattering of the Mathematicks, 
Sit 


13 


ba may be out in your * at tennis. 
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” A Gentleman ſhould never go beyond a Song or a Billet 0 al 


Sir Fop. What a coc al aſneis this ? I talk of wonder 'S 

and thou anſwer'ſt tennis. gut ane 

Med. Miſtakes will be for want of apprehenſian. MY? 

Sir Fop. I am very glad of the acquaintance I hand © 

JJV alld i 

' Med My Lady truly is a good woman. hi 

Sir Fop. Ah! Dorimant, Couttagel would fay , woull 527 
n 1 


thou hadſt ſpent the laſt winter in Paris with me 
When thou wer't there La Cornue and Sallies were the 908 
only habitudes we had; a Comedian would have bee 
a bonne-fortune. No ſtranger ever paſz'd his time ſo well _ 
as I did ſome months before I came over. I was well bur pot 
receiv'd in'a dozen families, where all the women of 
quality us d to come to vifit. I have intrigues to tell thee Sir 


more pleaſant, than ever thou read'ſt in a novel. never 
. Har. Write 'em, Sir, and oblige us women; oy Dor 
Language wants ſuch little ſtories. | Sir 


Sir Fop. Writing, Madam's a mechanick part of wit; uns 


Har. Buſſy was a Gentleman. 
Fir Fop. Who d Ambois? 


* 


Med. Was there ever ſuch a brisk block head? 
Har Not 4 Ambois, Sir, but Rabutin; he who wri Dos 


the loves of France. | Sir 


Sir Fop, That may be, Madam, many Gentlemen 4 greaſe 


| things that are below em. Damn your Authors, Coar- Lady 


tage, Women are the prettieſt things we can fool away“ 


our time with. © Ha 
Har. I —_ ny your ſelf to-night at TS 
court, Sir, and 1 will not think of tooling wi or 
es 2h 102 WY OTE ot rooting wk ay body delt 
Sir Fop. I cannot complain of my Fortune there Wo: 
Madam. Dorimant * e n 
Dor. 2 „„ WD e Bhs 
Sir. Fob, Courtage, a pox on't , I have ' ſomething to 
kel thee. When J had made my court within, 1 cine 2 


Ou 


aa 
* 
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out and flung my ſelf upon the matt under the ſtate i'th* 
out ward room, 'ith* midſt of halt adozen Beauties who 
were withdrawn to Jett 8 themſelves „ as they 
all d it. 

Dor. bia you know em? | 

Sir Fop. Nor one of'em by heavens; not I, vnde 
were all your friends. Shes 

Dor. How are you ſure of that? 9015 

Sir Fop. Why , we laugh'd at all the Town; ſpar d 
zo body but your ſelf: they found me a man for rg! 
purpoſe. 

Dor. I know you are Windo to your power. Bs 

Sir Fop. And faith J had occaſion to ſhew'it, for I 
never faw more gaping fools ata Ball or on alirth-day. 

Dor. You learn'd who the women were. 

Sir Fop. No matter; they frequent the drawing room. 

Dor. And entertain themſelves pleaſantly at the grants 
of all the fops who come there? 

Sir Fop. That's their bus“ neſs. Faith I fi ifted? em, and 

fad = have a ſort of wit among them. . . Ah filthy. | 
[Pinches a rallow candle. 

Dim, ral he 1255 been pinching the tallow candle. 

Sir Fop. How can you breath in a room where there's 
greaſe frying! Dorimant thou art intimate with my 
Lady, adviſe her, for her on fake and the good com- 
pany that comes hither, to burn wax lights. 

Har. What are theſe malquerades who ſtand ſo 8 
quiouſly at a diſtancc? FR 

Sir Fop. A ſet of Balladins, whom Ipick'd out of the 
beſt in France and brought over, with a flutedouce or 

two, my Servants 3 they ſhall entertain you. 
Har. I had rather ſee you dance your ſelt, Sir Fopling: 

Sir Fop. And I had rather do it. . all the 2 2 5 

knows it.. but Madam. as 
Med. Come, come, no excuſes , Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop. By Heav'ns Medley. 38 
I, oy 3 | Med, 


me 


e the 
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I believe it want of power. 


eing now, a Courant, a Boree, or a Minnuet: but St 
Andr tells me, if I will but be regular, in ane month 


judged to riſe within an inch as high as the Baſque, 
1 | 5 


| Here's 2 ſeat, Sir Fopling. 
a 10 much at eaſe : by your leave 


en commence; to an Engliſh dancer Engliſh motions. 
[| Dance. ] I was forc d to entertain this fellow, one 


not a attern before you Pretty e a -— 


Way bring ag him to ee 


. DS" v9 Sf. 
7 * * 


Meg. Likea amen] ied ans maſt be Arnggled wi 
 þefare one brings you to what you deſire. 

Har. Can he dance? [ Aſi 

Emil. And fence, and fing to , it you bas him. 

Dor. He has no more excellence in his heels than i 
bis head, fle went to Haris a plain baſhful Engliſh block 
head, and is return'd a fine undertaking French Fop 

Med. J cannot prevail. 
Sir Fop. Donat hk want of complaiſance, Madam 
Har. You are too well bred to want that , Sir Fopling 


Sir Fop. By Heav'ns, and fo it is. 1 have fat up { 
flamn'd late, and drunk ſo curs d hard fince I came ts 
this lewd Town, that Tam fit for nothing but low dau- 


[ ſhall rife again. Pax un this debauchery. 
[ Endeavonrs at 4. Caper 
Emil. 1 your dancing much commended 
Sir Fop. It lad the good fortune to pleaſe iu Paris. I was 


Har. 1 am mightily taken with this fool; let us dt 
Sir Fop. At your tect , hen 1 can be a0 whe: 
Har and Emil. ] Ah! you'll fpoil it. 75 


Sir Fep. No matter; my cloaths are my creatures; 
Wake em to make my court to you Ladies. Hey... 


of my iet miſcurry ying ... Oh horrid ! leave your damm d 
manner of dancing , and put on the French air: have you 


* 4 
- " 


0. Bal. Heyadod! what havewehere, 
L. Wood. Where's my daughter. . Harri? 


thei difguites there may be dangerous fparks , | gave 
the young Lady warning. 

T. Wood. Lord! Lam S oblig d to you, Mr. Conrrege. 
Har. Lord how you admire this man! 
L. Word. What have you to EXPE againſt him 
Har. He's 2 Fop. 


8. ow: of the times. 


. — You'l Kee bx ide night 1 far i 
T. Wood. Lord! tis pertoct day. 
Dor. [ Aſide.) The hour is aſmoſtcome, I 
ted Bellinda, and l am not re 
forget I am fleſh and blood yet. 2 
T. Town. I am very ſentible, Madarn. 
5 Wood. Lord, Madam! 
Har. Look in wier a ſiraggle is my poor mother 


Y. Bell, She has much eee 
plement. 
Dor. She ſtrains kard for "op 


and her uader-lip trembling . 6 
Dor, Nour, now , ſie's in the very dulden of 
her civility. A. 4. ] Sdeath, 1 wal loſt Bellinds: L 


E 4 man- 


Aſter the dance enter O. Bellair, L. Woodvil and E. | 


Dor. Here, here, Madam! 1 know not but under 


I. Mood. He's not a Was, > Pr 


not 


* 
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Har. See, ſec! her head tottering, hes oper ring | 


maſt . * an ou in this ſit a guod 
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| ” manners elſe. [ To L. Mood. ] Do you-not know Sir 


. e in him. 
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Fopling, Madam? he 
T. Wood. I have ſeen that face. . Oh n tis the Sir! 
ſame we met in the mail, how came he here? I. 

Dor. A Fiddle in this Town is a kind of fop-call; 
no ſooner, it ſtrikes up, but the houſe is beſieg d with 
an army of maſquerades ſtraight. ED 

Z. Wood. Lord! I tremble, Mr. bat fr certain 
Dorimant is in the company. 

Dor — confidently ſay he is an you had beſt 

on ; 1 will wait upon you; your dau bier is in the 

9 of Mr. Bellarr. mM 5 | 

T. Wood. I'M ſce her before me. Harrier, come away 

V. Bell. Lights! Lights! 

L. Town. Light down there. 

o. Bell A dod, it needs not.. | 

Dor. Call my Lady Woodvils coach to the door 8 
. Bell. Stay, Mr. Medley, let the young fellows do 
tat duty; we will drink a glaſs of wine together; tis 

good after dancing. What mumming ſpark is that? 

Med. He is not to be ra in _ words. 

Sir Fop. Hey! La Tour. | body 

Med. Whither away, Sir Fopling p | | 

Sir Fop. I have bus neſs with Court ase. 

Med. He'll but put the Ladies into their coach and 
come up again. 
0. Bell, in the mean time ri call for a be, 


_ Enter v. Bellir. 


Med. Where's Dee! . | 
V. Bell, Stoln home! he has had bufneſs waiting fr 
him there all this night, 1 believe, by an impatience I 


wer AS O VAN. 


Med. A likely, *tis but 0 a” s 
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niling at his friends, and the kind pn will embrace 
he bleſſing, and forget the tedious Expectation. © * 

Sir Fop, I muſt ſpeak with him before 1 ſleep; - 


Mets Peace, bene s your Father. 


Inter ola Bellir , 3 Butler with a Bottle 75 Wine ; 


O. Bell, The Women are all 8 to bed. Fill Boy! 
bet Mr. Medley, begin a health. 


the Med. To Emilia. boi pers. 
bo. Bell. Out apize! les arogue, +, and Io Tee ; 
va Jou. 9 

? Med. I know you will: e 1 OO 05 


| O. Bell, A dod, drink it OK e 

Sir Fop. Let us have the new Bachiqu. 
kly. O. Bell, A-dod, that's a pri word; What does i 
do en | Y 471 * ; 
tis Me catch, or drinkin 
5 O. Bell. Let us have it king Song. E 
ds. Sir Fop. Fill the RE” round, and ar up i in 2 1 
f oy RO mufick! | 


| They Sing. e Edd 


The edn of Love and the joys of coed wine „ 

85 | fett our hatpineſs wiſely . we cn. 

ll. e to beauty all day, _ | IX ; 1 / 
Give the Soveraign ſway, _ 5 

And her favourite Nymphs PEE . = 

At the Plays we are conſtantly making our court, 

And when they are ended we follow the ſport ; : 

To the mail and the park, | 
Where we love till tis dark: „„ 
Then ſparkling Champuigne 1 

Pay an end to their . 5 . 


Y. Bell. Emilia and J are reſolv'd on that e £2 
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| quickly recovers, 

8 —— Lovers, - 

Makes us frollick and gay , & roma: all "A We 
But alas! were 4 han the morrou ). 

Let every man a 8 . 

_ With his glaſs in his hand: Ns Dorit 

And brickly diſcharge at the 8 ee 

| Here's a bealpl to all choſe, © ES, 
re, to night we depoſe. '& 

and beauty by Una great ſouls gad ini 
dae all 3 and now boys give rs 


©. Bell. Adod, a pretty bus neſs and very merry. 
Sir Fop. Hark you, Medley, let you and I take the 
5 fddles, and go waken Doerimant. 
Ned. We ſhall do him a courteſy, if ia be 26] gueſ 
For üfter the fatigue of this night, he'll quickly have 
his belly full; and be £jad ot an occaſion to ery, tale 
away, Handy. 
„„. Dal. Tli go with you, nd there wel conſult abou 
affairs Medley. - | 
O. Bell. looks on his watch, ] A-dod,, ue a dock 
Sir Fop, Let's away then. 
0. Bell. Mr. Medley, my aller tells me you are an 
honeſt man. 3 ee Few 7 and 
heart 5 * the way wit Harry, old Harry. 
| S1 13 * flambeaux. Hey! \ 
855 Bell. W does the man mean? 
- Med. *Tis day , Sir Fopling, 
Sir Fop, No matter; our Serenade wilt look the 
greater. 5 (IF omnes. 


4 
Sr 
+ 


sch 
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SCENE II. 


ts 1 1 Table, „a Candle, 
Toilet 5 &c. Handy [4 tying 4 Linnen. N 


* Dorimant in his 1 ; and Behn. 
1 
| — „ 


K will you be ed | 
W 5 Why S i 


been ſeen think you? 


Bell, Where are all your people? 


hes aps, hearing 42 


Dor. We ſhould do it, ſhould we e not? 


mke me love ſo well .. will you be diſcreet now? 
Dor. 1 will 29 2 20“ 

Bell. You cannot. 

Dor. Never doubt it. 

Bell, I will not expect it. 

Dor. You do me wrong, 


an I had not tv truſt you with it. 


n ſtore.., 
Bell. You'll do for m y ſake what you never did before... 


Pe her ſl to her a 


7 
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Dor. Callactuir. Handy! what makes youtremble ſo »_ 
Bell. I have a thouſand fears about me: have I not 


Dor. By no body but my ſelt. and truſty Handy. c 
Dor. I have diſpert em uy fleeveles — uber 


Were it to do again. TY kk; 
Bell, I think we ſhould: the wickeder man you to 


Fell. You have no mare power tc to wap the Re, 5 
Dor By all the joys I have had, and thoſsjou keep 


Dor. By that truth thou haſt ſpoken, a wite full 


. 
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Bull. Yet I had rather you ſhould be falſe in i than 
in another thing you ni d me. 
Dor. What's that? 1 
Bell. That you would never ſee Loveit more but i in 
a= places, in the park, at Court and Plays.” 
Dor. Tis not likely a man ſhould be fond of ſeeing 
a damn'd old Play when there is a new one acted. 
Bell. ] dare not truſt your promile. 
Dor. You may. 
Bell. This does not fatisfy me; you ſhall ſwear you 
never will ſee her more. 
Dor. I will, a thouſand oaths...by all. . 
Bell. Hold. you ſhall not, now | think on ne better 
Dor. I will fre 5 Du 
' Bell. I ſhall grow jealous of the oath, and think 1 5 
owe your truth to that, not to your Lore. HD 


my Then, by my Love, no other oath Il 2 Figs b 

: i 6 5 time 
N 1 kun Handy, „ Sir 

; . Noi; by th 
| ad Here's a hats: | YN Do 
Bell. Let me go. 2 5 Sir 

Tit )), ns 5 


Bell Too willingly I fear, | 
Dor. Too ny fear d. When willy you pron "'M 
me again? | 
Bell. Not this fortnight. 9 
Dor. Vou will be better than your wort . 
Bell. T think I Nall. Will it not make you love me y 
leſs? heark ! wint fiddles are theſe? D, 
[ Starting fiddles without. hoes 
; "Dor, Look out, 1 [Ex. Handy, and returns. Sit 
Hand. Mr. Medley, Mr. Bellair, and Sir e they 


0 ung 
are coming uP. 
ek dr" OB 5 8 3 
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sr. E opLINOG FLUTTER. 77 


Bell Lord! let me fly... 


Dor. Here, here, en the back dire 1 'l ſr you | 


into your chair. 
Bell. No; no! ſtay and receive em: and be ſure you 
by your word, and never ſee Lovett more. Let itbe 
f of your kindneſs. 
Por. It ſhall... Handy , direct her. Everkſting love 


alon with thee. I Kiſſing her hand. © 
e 985 325 . 


kur Young Bellair, , e. og Sir Fopling. _ 


VJ. Bell. Not a bed yet! 

Med. Vou have had an * fit, e 
Dor. I have. 1 5 
V. Bell. And is it off already? 


Der. Nature has done her part, 3 ; when 


he. falls kindly to work, great cures are effected i in little 
time, you know. 


by the chair that waited. Prithee make us 8 
Dor. Excuſe me. 
Sir. Fop. Le ſage . Dorimant .. was ſhe vretty ? * 
Dor. So pretty ſhe may. come to keep her coachand 
py Pariſh duties if the good humour of the age continue. 
Med. And be of the number of the Ladies kept by 
publick fpirited men for the good of the whole Town. 
Sir Fop. Well faid , Medley. 


[ Sir Fopling FOR Ly Ow Ds 


Y. Bell. See Sir Fopling dancing. 
| Fn You are ping and have a mind to recover 


Sir Fop. Prithee Dorimant ! why haſt rioethou aglaſs 
hung up here? a Room is the dulleſt thing without one! 
Y. Bell. Here is company to entertain you. 


Sir Fop. But I mean ia caſe being alone. In a glaſs | 


of a Ty entertain himſelf... 15 


Sir Fo *. We thought there was a wench in the caſe, 


» 
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EY THE MAN OP MODE. 
bs. Dor. The ſhadow of himſelf indeed, 
EE Sir Ip: Correct the errours of his motions and 


Aud. I find, Sir Fopling in your ſolitude, you re 
member the faying af the wiſe man? and ſtudy your (cif = 
„„ <8 Foes. "Ts the beſt diverſion in our fetirementM.... n 
EE Derimane , thou art a bent; „ and wear'd thilll Po 
 _cloaths well, but I never faw thee have a handſom 
”  Cravat. Were they made up like mine, they'd git 
. nnother air to thy face. Prithee let me ſend my m: 
do dreſs thee but one day. By Heav'as * 2 
cannot tye a ribbon. Hot 
Dor. They are ſomething clumſy fiſted .. 4 
Gr. Fop. I have br 7 805 the prettieſt fellow th To + 
ever ſpread a Toilet; he ſerv'd ſome time under Ml 
rilleghe greateſt genie in the world for f Valet de.chambre T fog 
Dor. What, he who farmerly belong d to the Du 7 
of Candal'? I ar 
Sr. Fop. The fame, and got him his immo re s 
tation. 
Dor. Y'have a very fine Brandenburgh on, Sir alia Sr. 
Sir Fop. It ſerves to wrap ps after the fatigue u 
of a ball. Mea 
Med. I foe youoktcninit, with your Perriwig ty'd uſfſfie tar 
Sir Fop, We ſhould not always be in a ſet dreß, ii Sr. 
* en ee. yp appear dom and then in a deshabilleq Dor. 
* your buſineſꝭ with Tovait) ou, 8 
. Top. ou might t have anſwer'd your ſelf in th 
wall laſt night. Derimant ! did you not ſee the advance Mes 
de made me? f bare been endeayouring at . ln Sr. 
Dor. Already! nage 
Sr. Fop. Tis my coup Teſlay in x Engliſh, 1 woul ne are 
; bin have thy opinion. of it. So Dor. 
Dor. Let's ſee it. 1 ow 
olitior 


Sir Fop. Hey Page give me m u, 
thou hat a wes we, . 
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v. Bell. Sing it your {ſelf , Sir Fopling. 
| bY Sir Fop. Excuſe me. 

v. Bell. You learnt to ſing in Paris. 3 
Sir Fop. I did of Lambert, the greateſt maſter in the 
norld : but I have his own fault, a weak voice, and 
are not to ling out a rucl. | | 


V. Bellair reads the Song. > 


How charming Phillis is, how fair! 
Ah that ſhe were as willing 

To eaſe my wounded heart of care, 
And make her eyes leſs killing. 

I fight I ſigh! I languiſh now, 

And Love will not let me reſt, | 

I drive about the park, and bow 
Still as I meet my dear. 


ud ne which I am confident was made by Bap 


1 tune. ned ' 


s paſſionate and well turn'd. | 
Med. After the French way. 


ne are at it. 

Dor, It does indeed : I 
e the very head of the Sparks, who are lucky in com- 
vlitions of this nature — © = 


* 
i 


* N 


Dor, A rue isnpretey cage for afinging Fop indeed. 


Sr. Fop. Sing it, ſing it man , it goes ET | 
tift. | 

Med. Sing it your {elf, Sir Fopling, he does not know 

sr. Fop. Ill venture. [sir Fopling fongs. 


Dor. Ay marry ! now tis ſomething. I ſhoſl not flatter 
jou , Sir Fopling , there is not much thought in't, but 


Sr. Fop. That I aim'd at .. .doesitnotgiveyou a lirely , 
rage of the thing f Slap down goes the glaſs, andthus 
perceive, Sir Fopling , you'll 
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of Mrs. Harriet? 


king of you; but then the finds all the faults in you ſhe quick 


E Sir Foplings nns N mucl 

8 Sir Fop. La Tower , is the bath ready: 7 T 

Footm. Jes, Sir. | Yo, 

Sir Fop. Adieu donc mes cheres. 28 Ex. 4 Foplin —_ 
Med, When have you your revenge on Loveit. Dorimantffl = 

Hor. I will but change my linnen, and about it. 
Med. The powerful conſiderations 'whic ch hinder d - + 
have been remov'd then. Ent 


Dor. Mot luckily this morning; you muſt along with 
me, my reputation lyes at ſtake there. 

Med. J am engag'd to Bellair. 

Dor. What's your buſineſs. 

Med. Ma- tri-mony ant like vou. 

Dor. It does not „ ä 5 

Y. Bell. It may in time, Dorimant ; what think) you 


Dor, V hat does ſhe think of ns? a Be 
FT. Bell. I am confident ſhe loves you. . . 


+ Dor, How does it appear? 
F. Bell. Why, ſhe's never well but . the's ta. 


can; ſhe laughs at all who commend you, but then ſhe 


ſpeaks ill of all who do not. V 
Dor. Women of her temper betray themſelves, by 5 
their over cunning. I had once a growing love with: 
Lady, who would alwaysquarrel with me, when I cam 
| toſce her. and yet was never quiet if | ſtay d a day trom her Fo 
V. Bell. My. Father is in love with Emilia. Bel 
Hor. That is a good warrant for your anaceedings Foc 
go on and proſper , I muſt to Loveit. 1 ami ent 1 
ſorry. you cannot be a witneſß. and 1 
Med. Make her mect Sir Fopling again in the ſame i Bel 
place, and uſe him ill before me. Foc 


Dor. That may be brought about I think. Pl bea Be! 


your. aunts * and * you Joy „Mr. Bellair. I Mrs.” 


Sr. EOPLINGFLUTT ERST 
F. Boll. You had not beſt think of Mrs. Harriet tos 

much; without Church ſecurity there's no taking up there. 
Dor. I may fall into the ſnare too. But. 8 
The wiſe will end a difference in our 18 + 
Tow hor 815 4 Woman 14 Bod ate. | C Exeunts 25 


Ko SCENE 1 et. 


Euter the Che with Bellinda, the men Jr it 
Aon and open it. Bellinda en. 


BELLA ſurprigd. 


| as W am I In By on whither have you 
brought me? 
I Chair m. Vou gave us no ae ia : Madam ? 
Bell. The fright I was in made me forget it. [ Aſide. 
. 3 Chair m. We ufe to carry a Lady from the _ 
it 
Bell. This is 1 I am undone if ſhe ſees me 
quickly 4 carry me away. » [ Aſide, 
1 Chair-m, Whither, an't like your honour? OE, 
. A no Fee | 


OE Enter Loveits Fooktiah, 3 


Foods; Have you ſeen my Lady. Madam? | 
Bell. I am juſt come to wait upon her... | 
Foorm. She will be glad to ſee you, Madam ; ſhe 
ſent me to you this morning, to deſire your company, 
ind I was told you went out by five a clock. 

Bell. More and more unlucky ! | . [4þ#. 

Foorm. Will you walk in, Madam? 

Bell. I'll diſcharge-my chair and follow. Tell your - | 
Mrs. 1 am er Ls "FOR. oh Take this * he 
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door, and always brings me from thence... .Run and 


ask him where he took her up, go. There is no out 
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Chairmen money.] and if ever you ſhould-be examin'd ir 
be ſure you ſay, you took me up inthe S:rand, over i f. 


| againſt the Exchange, as you will anſwer it to Mr 
y Dorimant. | 


Chairm. We will an't Uh your honour, 
| - [ Ex. Chairmen, 
Bell. Now to come off, I mult on... 

In confidence and lies ſome hope is left ; 

'Twere hard to be found out in the firſt theft. I Exit. 


eee} . 

A LV: . 

th 

Enter Mi 22 Loveit , and Pert ber Woman ” 

pr. 

Wu in my eyes Sir Fopling is no ſuch e ary 

perſon, . ; 
Lov. You are an excellent Judge. 

Pert. He's as handſome a man as Mr. Dorimaut, and 

as great a Gallant. fon 

Tov. Intollerable! ist not enough | beit to his im- 

. e but muſt I be plagu d with dal too ? 3 

Pert. Indeed Madam. 

e 1 falſe, mercenary malice... 50 . 80 

„ „„ ers 

Enter her Footman. I ay 

e e Secs, Makin. „ 

Tov. What of her? Ro ff LORE 3 

Footm. She's below. 3 

Lov. How came ſhe? 1 

Footm. In a chair , ambling Harry 12 ber. p 


Lov. He bring her ! his chair ſtands near Dorimanti| 


falſe, or all are ſo to me at leaſt. 
Pert. Vou are jealous of her too? 


liberty you take of late. This fellows bringing of her, 


Enter Bellinda, 
bellinda, you are grown an early riſer, 1 hear; 


own ll Bell. Do you not wonder my dear, what made me 


abroad ſo ſoon ? 
Tov. Lou do not uſe to be fo. | 
Bell. The countrey Gentlewomen I told y you of ( 11. 


have the oddeſt diverfions! ) would never let me \ 


1 reſt till I promis d to go with them to the market this 


morning to eat fruit and buy noſegays. 
Lov, Are they ſo fond of a filthy noſegay : 
Bell. They complain of the ſtinlsof the Town , and 


able are never well but when they have their noſes in one, 


Lov, There are eſſences and {weet waters. 
Bell. O they cry out upon perfumes, they are un 


ma wholeſome, one of em was falling into a fit with the | 


ſmell. of theſe narolii. 


to ck my ſelf up with carnations & ftock-gilly-flow- 
ers ? I begg'd their pardon. and told them I never wore 


any thing but orangeeflowers and tuberoſe. That whi ch + 


made me willing to go, was, a FRO! 9981 had to 
eat ſome freſh nectarens. 

Tov. And had you any? 

Bell, The beſt I ever taſted, 

Lov. Whence came you wm 


| 2 From thair lodgings. ANTE Er % 
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in friendſhip nejcher... "Women , as wel mes, alle 


Tov. You bad beſt tell ber I am, Till become the | 
her goingoneby Gran de®, «Tknow not W at to thin. 


im 22 Methinks in complaiſance you ſhou'd have had 
y too, 
— Do you think, my dear, I could be fo alas | 


- 
PEI — —ů—ů 
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à coach, and took a chair to come & ſee you, my dear, i 
Tov. Whither did you ſend for that chair? 
Bell. Twas going by empty. 
Lov. Where do theſe country Geutlewom en . l 
ray ? ou 

: Bel. In the Strand over againſt the Excha 

Pert. That place is never without a neſt of — | = 


are always as one goes by OR balconies or 9 
out of g e 5 


Kidde Footman. | by 
ow. [To the Footm.] Come hither. | 7 Whiſpers, 
Bell. [Aſide] This fellow by ber order has been 


| queſtioning the chairmen; I threatn'd'em with the name 
ol Dorimant: if they ſhould have rold truth Tan Ul 


for ever. 8 | rw 
Lov. In the Sire ſaid you? | ; 

| Foors. Yes Maſur, over againſt the b MW wh 
[Ex. Footm, 

41 She's i innocent al I am much to blame. He 
Bell. | Aſide. ] 1 am io TER, my countenance eor 
8 F 

Tov. Ballade 7 * 3 you look fo pale! 5 5 
Bell. Want of my uſual reſt, and jolting up and down you 
ſo long in an odious hackney. org returm. 1 
Footm. Madam ! Mr. Dorimant. = thi 


Tov. What makes him here? - 
Bell. [ Aſide.] Then I am betray d indeed, be broke as. 
his word, and I love a man that does not care for me. the 
Lov Lord! you faint ,- hellinda ! | 
Bell, I think I ſhall! ſuch an oppreſſion here, on the go 


f fudden. Is 
Pert, She has eaten too! much fruit warrant nul 
Lov. Not unlikely. the 
* ne "TW that he heron har nk * 


Ton 


— 
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Tov. Have her into my chamber give her ſome farfeir 
water, and let her ly, down a little, © 

Pert. Come, Madam! I was a ftrange devourer of 
truit when, I was ſo young, fo rayenous! 

[ Ex. Bell. and Pert leading her off. 

* Ob that my Love would be but calm a while! 
That I might receive this man with all the ſcorn ad 
1 he deſerves. 1 „„ 


-F nter Dorimene 


. Now for a touch of Sir Fopling to begin with 
Hey ... Page . . Give poſitive order that none of my 


people ſtir . Let the canaille wait as they ſhould do. 


line noiſe and nonſence have ſuch powerful charms, 
I that I may ſucceſsful prove, _ | 
Tran form my ſelf to what you love. 
_ 5 It that would do, you need not nes from - 


what you are, you can be vain and Jowd enough. 


Dor. But not with ſo good a grace as Sir 2 
Hey, Hampſbire. . Oh .,. that ſound, that ſound be- 
comes the mouth of a man of quality, _ 

Lov. Is there a thing fo hatetulas a ſenſeleſs mimick? 

Dor. He's a great grieyance indeed to all who, like 
your ſelt, Madam, loye to play the fool in quiet. 

Lov, A ridiculous animal, who has more of the ape, 
thin the ape has of the man in him. 

Dor. I have as mean an opinion of a ſheer-mimick 
as your ſelf; yet were he all ape, I ſhauld prefer him to 
the gay, the giddy , brisk inſipid noiſy fool you doat on, 

Loy. Thoſe noiſy fools, however you deſpiſe em, have 
good qualities, which weigh more (or ought atleaſt) with 
us women, than all the pernicious wit you have to boaſt of. 

Dor. That I may hereafter have a juſt value for ; 
fete) merit, pray do me the favour to name em. 

Lev. Youldeſpie* em as * qulleſfocts of ne 

8 8 


1 


5 allow tis pleaſanter to laugh at others, than to 
at our ſelyes, 1 2555 never ſo wittily. 


moment raiſe. 


. 
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and vanity] yet J care not if 1 mention ſome. Firſt, the 
really admire us, while you at beſt but flatter us w ber 


Dor. Take heed; fools can diſſemble too. 


Lov, They may; but no ſo artificially as you. There 
zs no fear they ſhould deceive us. Then they are aſſiduous, 


Sir, they are ever offering us their ſervice, and  Uvays 
waiting on our will. 


Dor. You owe that to their exceſſive mann by They 
| know not how to entertain themſelves at home, and find 


ſo little welcome abroad, they are fain to fly to you who 


. countenance em as a refuge againſt the ſolitude 
would be otherwiſe condemn! if ts. ow 


Tov. Their converſation too Toots us better. 


Dor. Playing with your fan, ſmelling to your We vs, 


commending your hair, and taking notice 50 
and ſhaded after the new way, .. 

Lov. Were it ſillier than you can make * 
Nu 
Then, though 
they want skill to flatter us, they flatter themſelves ſo 
well, they fave us the labour: we need not take that 


care and pains to ſatisfie em of our Love „ which we 0 
often loſe on yo. | 


Dor. They commonly indeed believe too "ee of 


15 themſelves , and always better of you than you delerve. 
Tov. Youarein the right, they have an implicit taith 


in us, which keeps em from prying narrowly into our 


| 1 75 and faves us the vexatious trouble of clearing 
ou 


and cauſcleſs Jealouſies every 


Dor. There is a an inbred fllchood i in women, which 
inclines em fill: to them whom they may moſt eaf ly 


bts, which your ſubtle a 


deceive. - 
Lov. The man who loves aboye his quality, does 


not ſuffer more from the inſolent impertinence of his 
Miſtreſs, than the woman who loyes aboye her uaderſan 


ou . 


PP A RG... as 


Tov. Inſupportable! inſulting Devil ! t 
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ding, does from the arrogant preſumptions of her friend. 
Dor You miſtake the uſe of fools, they are deſign'd 


for properties and not for friends. Vou have an indifferent 


ſtock of reputation left yet; loſe it all like a frank gameſter 
on the ſquare, twill then be time enough to turn 


rook, and cheat it up again on a good ſubſtantial bubble. 


Lov. The old and the ill favour d are only fit for pro- 
perties indeed, but young and handſome fools have met 
with kinder fortunes. ; 

Dor. They have, to the ſhame of your ſex be it 


| ſpoken; twas this, the thought of this made me by 


a timely jealouſy, endeavour to prevent the good for- 
tune you are providing for Sir Fopizxg. . . but againſt a 
womans frailty all our care is vain. | 
Lou. Had I not with a dear experience bought the 
knowledge of your fa ſeſiood, you might have fool'd 
me yet. This is not the firſt jealouſy you have feign'd 
to make a quarrel with me, and get a week to throw 
away on ſome ſuch unknown inconſiderable ſlut, as 


you have been lately lurking with at Plays; 


Dor, Women, when they would break off with a 
man, never want th'addreſs to turn the fault on him. 
Tov, You takea pride of late in uſing of me ill, that 
the Town may know the power you have over me. 
Which now 6 as unreaſonably as your ſelt) expects that 
1 (do me ail the injuries you can) muſt love you till. 
Dor. I am ſo far from expecting that you ſhould, I 


begin to think you never did love me. 


Lov. Would: the memory of it were ſo wholly worn 
out in me, that I did doubt it too! What made you 
come to diſturb my growing quiet!?! 

Dor, To give you joy of your pony infamy. 

is from you, 
the only Author of my ſhame! this from another had 


been but juſtice, but from you tis a helliſh and inhu- 


mane outrage. What have I done? 
Dor. A thing that puts you below my ſcorn, and 
„„ | F 4 makes 
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makes my anger as ridiculous as you haye made my Lovell Po 
Lov. I walk'd laſt night with Sir Fopling. _ Lo! 
Dor. You did, Madam, and you talkt and laugh: youu 
aloud ha, ha, la... Oh thatlaugh, that iaugh becomes not v 
the confidence of a Woman of Quality, any T 

| Lov. You who have more pleaſure in the ruine of 3 Do 
- womans reputation, than in the indearments of her love, | mind: 
reproach me not with your ſelf, and 1 defy you to name ¶ to lau 
the man can lay a blemiſh on my fame. drunk 
Dor. To be ſeen publicly ſo tranſported with the: vain To 
follies of that notorious Fop, to me is an infamy below De 


the ſin of proſtitution with another man leſs © 
Tov. Rail on, I am ſatisfy d in the juſtice of what 1 mail 
aid. you had provok d me tot. Lo' 
Dor. What I did was the effect ofa paſſion, whoſe Dt 
 extravagatices you have been willing to forgive. MK ceſſar 
Lov. And what I did was the effect ofa paſſion you 2 CON 

. may forgive if you think ä RL | hume 
Dor. Are you fo indiſſerent grown? . Lo 
Lov. I am. you!. 


Dor. Nay, then 25 time to part. 1 ſend youback culou 
your Letters you have ſo often askc for: „ e two Do 


pr three of em about me. 1 | | Lo 
Tov. Give em me. 8 
Dor. You ſnatch as if you thought I I wand: 5 To 
there... and may the pen in em be mine, if eber De 
| j {ee you more.” Lo 
Tov. Stay! | [Offers togo , ſhe catches him. D 
Dee ill not. „ Lo 
8 Lov. Tou ſhall. . . 2 to fa 
Dor. What have you to ay? 15 to p! 
Tov. I cannot ſpeak it yet. Da 
Dor. Something more in commendation of the fool 0 
Peath! I. want patience, let me ga. De 
Tov. I cannot. | can ſooner part with che limbs that Lo 
15 740% him. L ide, 1 Ia that N oy 1 Know | 


do, 
0 Dot, 


's 
Ye, 


ght 
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Dor. Was it the ſcandal you were fond of then? 


Lov. V had raisd my a anger equal to my love, a thing 
you ue er could do before, and in revenge I did. 


any more. 


Dor. Should T be Willing to fargetit ; I Hall be Gil : 


minded of it „ *twill be a common place for all the To 


to laugh at me, and Medley, when he is rhetorically 


drunk, will ever be declaiming on it in my ears. 
Tov. Twill be belie y d a jealous ſpite! Come forget it. 
Dor. Let me conſult my reputation, you are to care. 


leſs of it. | Pawſes ] You ſhall meet Sir POR! in the | 


mail again to-night. 0 
Lov. What mean you? 


Dor. IJ have thought on't, and you muſt. ris ne- | 


ceflary to juſtify my love to the world: you can handle 


2 coxcomb as he deſerves, when you are not out of 


humour , Madam. 


Lov. Publick fatisfaction Tor the wrong W | 
you! This is ſome new device to | make me more © ridi: 


culous! „„ 
Dor. Hear me! 
Lov. I will not! 
Der. You will be bela 

| Lov. Never. 

Dor. Are you ſo obſtinate a 
Lov. Are yon ſo baſe ? | 
Dor. You' will not ſati e my love? 


» 7 # 


eee but Twill not, 10 


N Eo CO Re 7. ao \ 


"op: Farewel me Woman. 
1e Dot: g0 gc 

Dor. You will call me back again. 

Tov. Wen fiend! I knew you camebut to torment 
ME. 


& 


re. 


. Iknow 
not what I did: . . Would you would not think ot 8 
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Dor. 

a — Bellinda and Pert, Pe ſcol. 

| 5 lame 
Dor. fu 41 Bellinda here! „ main 5 


Bell. | Aſide. I He ſtarts, and looks pale, the a8. more 
_ of me has roucht his guilty Soul. 
Pert. [Twas but a qualm as I ſaid, a little — * 
tion, the ſurfeit · water did it, Madam, mixt wit 
little mirabilis. | 
Dor. I am confounded! and cannot gueſs how ſheflnd fo 
came hither. 
Tov. Tis your fortune Beliade ever to be here 4 ps him d 
IT am abus d by this prodigy of ill- nature. 
Bell. 1 am amaz'd to find him here! how bac he the 
face to come near you? Lor 
Dor. 111 ide. ] Here is fine work towards! 1 never pluck 
Was at ſuch a loſs before. ; world 
Bell. One who makes a 12 ick profeſſion at breach Bel 
| of faith and ingratitude ! 1 th the ſight of him. more. 
Dor. There is no remedy, I muſt ſubmit to their 791 
tongues now , and ſome other time bring my ſelf off ar Bel 
well as I can. did tl 
Bell. Other men are wicked, but tlen they have ſome my d 
ſenſe of ſhame: he is never well but when he triumphs, M Lo 
nay glories to a womans face in his villanies. again 
Tov. You are in the right, Bellinda; but methinks I kind 
your kindneſs for me makes you concern your ſell too Be 
much with him. Was 
Bell. It does indeed, my dear: Abele carriage It ſhe 
to you yeſterday, made me hope you ne'er would cc 7 
him more; and the very next day to find him here again, 
vokes me ſtrangely : But becauſe I know you love 
im, I have done. 
1 4. Youhave reproach d me handſomely , and I de- 
it for coming hither, hut 
pert. You muſt expect it, Sz al Women will hate 
; * 11 Ladies fake. Vor 


ff 6 - 
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Dor. Nay if ſhe begins too, tis time to fly. I ſhall 

e ſcolded to death elle. Le de to Bellinda ] I am to 

ame in ſome circumſtances, I confeſs; but as to the 

main, J am not ſo guilty as you imagine. I ſhall ſecs 

more convenient time to clear my ſelf, | 

Lo. Do it now ; whatimpediments are here 

igel- Dor. I want time, and you want temper, + _ 

Lov. Theſe are weak pretences. | 

Dor, You were never more miſtaken in your life, 

ind ſo farewel. [ Dorimant flings off, 

Lov. Call a Footman, Port, quickly, [ will have 

tim dogg d. 

4 Pert. I wiſh you would not, for: my quiet and your 

- (ne Fown, 

| Lov. ru find out the l cauſe ofall our quarels, 

ver * her mask off, and expoſe her barefac d to the 
wor 

achY Bell. Let me but eſcape this time, mM * 

| more. N de, : 

irll Dov, Belinda, you ſhall go with ne. 

ia Bell. J have ſuch a heavineſs hangs on me with whatT 
did this INOraing s 1 wou'd tain go home and Nleeps 

me my dear. 

hs, Lov, Death! and eternal darkneſs, I ſhall never ſleep - 
again. b pre ſeize the world, and make man · 

Es kind as reſtleſs all as I am. [Ex. Lovell. 

00 Bell. I knew, him falſe and help'd to make him io; 
Was not her ruine enough to fright me from 111 


ge It _ with Fs but lore am take * warn 2 2 | 


A 


— 
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"po SCENE EE i 


> ine Medley, Young Bella, 1 Ton, 
oy » Emilia and e A: 


Meprey, - „ 
| Be up , Bellair | , and do not let us re that repen 
| tance in thine, we daily do in married faces. 

T. Town; This wedding will ſtrangely ſurprize my 
Brother, when he knows it. 
. Med. Your Nephew ought to conceal it for a time, Iet! | 
Madam; ſince marriage has loſt its good name, prudent 
men ſeldom expoſe their own reputations till tis con- I You c 
venient to juſtify their wives 
Old. Bell. [ witbour ] Wines: are you all there? Out | 
3-dod , will no body hear? I. 
Ti. Tuꝛon. My Brother, quickly Mr, Smirk,” into this] Bi 
8 . you muſt not de ſeen yet. 1 into the 58 Ha 


Enter Old. Bellair — L. Towaleys Page. mo2 a 


0. Bell. Deſire Mr. Furb to walk into the lower par- E 
tor „I will be with him preſently... Where have yon 
Sir, you cou q not wait on me today ?[ To. 7, Zell, Nett 
1 4 Bell. About a buſineſs. 
O. Bell. Are you ſo good at buſineſs? a dod, I have eonſu 
a buſineſs too, you ſhall diſpatch out of band, Sir. Mr. 1 
Send for a parſon, ſiſter; my Lady Woodvill and her K 
daughter are coming. 
TZ. Town, What need you huddle up things thus ? 
©, 4 Out a Can , me is apt to ply rhe ak 


* IRE * 4 


5 E 
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ind tis not good it ſhould be in their power. 
L. Town. You need not fear your Son. | 

O. Bell, He has been idling this morning, and A dod 
Il do not like him. How doſt thou do, fweetheart? 
[ To Emilia. 
Emil. Youare very ſevere, Sir, marri'd in ſuch haſte ! 
O. Bell. Go too, thou art a rogue, and I will talk 

with thee anon. Here's wy Tady Woodvill come. 


Euter L. Woodvil, Harriet owl Bud, 


Ielcome, Madam; Mr. Furb's below with the writirigg? 
L. Wood. Let us down and make an end then, 
O. Bell, Siſter, ſhew the way. [ To V. Bell. whois 
talking to Harriet. ] Harry, your bulineſs lyes not there 
yet! Excuſe him till we have done, Lady, and then, 
- dod, he ſhall be for thee. Mr. Money we muſt trouble 
you to be a witneſs. 
Med. I luckily came for that purpoſe. „Sir. | 
1 ** O. Bell. Medley , V. Bell. L. Townley = 
: e eee Woodvil. 
this 1 What will you do, Madam? 
ſer Har. Be carried back and mew'd up in the country 
'- Wigain ; run away here, any thing, rather than be married 
to a man I do not care for. Dear Emilia, 2 ts 
Friſe me! 
ar- Emil, Mr. Belair is engag'd you 15555 
Har. I do, but know not what the fear oe oldie 
el], Weftate may fright him to | 
Emil. In he deſp'rate condition you are in, you ſhould 
wwe  conſule with ſome judicious man; ; what think you __ 
ir Mr. Dorimant? 8 
her Har. I do not think of him at all. 
Buſy. She thinks of nothing elſe I am ee. . 
| Emil. How fond your Mother was of Mr. Stir | 
, Har. Becauſe, I contriv'd the miſtake to make a little 
ud aucth, you believe I — the v man. | 2 
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Emil, Mr. Bellair believes you love him. 
Har. Men are ſeldom in the right when they gue | 
at a womans mind; would ſhe, wima te loves, lov 
him no better. 
Buſy. [ Aſide Irtat' seen vvell en ugh on all conſciene 
Emil. Mr. Dorimant has a great — of wit. 
Har. And takes a great deal of pains to ſhew it. 
Emil. He's extreamly well faſnhion d. 
Har. Affectedly grave, or ridiculouſly wild and api 
Buſy. You defend him ill againſt your Mother, 
Har, I would not were he juſtly rally ds but I cane 
hear any one undeſervedly rail'd at. 
Emil. Has your woman learnt the og you were 
taken with? 


Har, I was fond af. new thing ; * tis dul at ſecor 

ing. H. 
Emil. M. Hariwant ds it, | D 
Buſy. She knows it, Madam, and has made mefing # 
it at leaſt a dozen times this morning. with 

Har. Thy tongue is as impertinent as thy fingers. yet. 
Emil. You have provok d her | 
Buſy. Tis but inging the NG! I ſhall appeaſe he beau 
Emil  Prithee do. H 
Har, She has a voice will grate your ears worſe tha pleat 


2 cat- call, and dreſſes ſo ill, ſhe's ſcarce fit e 
a * e on a holyday. 


N 8 BE daß lings. 
'$0NG by Sir C. 1 05 | 


A. Amoret with Phillis fare, 

One evening on the plain, 20 
And ſaw the js Aus Strephon a. 
J750 tell the Nymph his pain. 
The inan * zo remove 


1 — 
8 * 
* 
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She whiſper'd in her ear, © 
45 Phillis, 75 you would not love, 
This Shepherd do not hear. 

None ever had ſo ſtrange an art 
His paſſion to convey 

Into a liſtning virgins heart 
And ſteal her ſoul away, 

| Fly, fly bet imes, for fear you give 

ig Occaſion for your fate. 

In vain ſaid ſhe, in vain I firroe, 
Alaſs ! tis now too late, 


Enter Dorimant. 
Nor. Muſs ck ſo ſoftens and diſarms the mind, 
Har. That not one arrow does reſiſtance find, 
Dor. Let us make uſe of the lucky minute rhen: 


Har. [ Aſide turns from Dorimant. My love ſprings 
with my blood into my face, — 6 park 


4 Dor. What have we here, the picture of a celebrated 

beauty, giving audience in publick to a declar'd Lover? 
Har. 

pleat, Sir. 

Dor. What think you if the hint were wellimprov'd 


The whole myſtery of making love pleaſantly defign'd, f 


and wrought in a ſuit of hangings ? 


Har. Twere needleſs to execute Fools in effiie, 


who ſuffer daily in their own perſons. 


* [To Emilia aſide. ] Mrs. Bride, for ſuch ! know | 


this happy day has made you, 

Emil Defer the formal joy you are to gire me, and 
mind your buſineſs with her... [ Aloud ] Here are dread- 
ful preparations, Mr. Dorimant , writings ſealing, and 
a Parſon ſent for... . 

Dor. To marry this Lady. Yor 08 819 Ee ed Te 


7 the dying Fopp, and make the piece com- 
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: given to faces? That women now adays have their paſſions 
as much at will, as they have their complexions, and 


only counterfeits? 
eyes. By all the hope I have in you, the inimitable 
colour in your cheeks is not more free from art, than 
are the ſiglis I offer. 


5 have reaſon to miſtruſt the firſt ſigns of repentance. 


nud in wine, facritice to you all the intereſt I have 1 
other women 


. ge eo 4 reg ny As es Es A — 1 
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| 7 have) you turn fanatick .. . Could you neglect thelea while 
and make « journey int the ce 


5 THE MAN OF MODE, of 
Buſy. Condemn'd ſhe is, and what will become of 


Dor. In this {ad condition, Madam, 1 can do ele 
than offer you my ſervice. 

Har. The obligation is not great, you are "rhe. commor 
fGanctuary for all young women who run from their. rel 


Dor. I have always my arms open to receive theſſt 
diſtreſſed. But I will open my heart and receive you, 
where none yet did eyer enter... You have nt it with 
à ſecret, might I but let you know it., 0 

Har. Do not ſpeak it, if you would haves me believe Hi 
it; your Tongue is ſo fam d for falſehood , twill do theſſfrom 
truth an injury. [ Turns away her head her 

Dor. Turn not away then, but look on me and guck it. 

Har. Did you not tell me there was no credit to be 


put on joy and ſadneis, ſcorn and kindneſs, with the love 
ns they1 a their Þ aint and patches. . Are they the 


Dor. You wrong your 0 own while you ſuſpect m 


Har. In men who have been hug hardn'd in fin, we 
Dor. The proſpect of ſuch a Heavn will 1nake nie 
perſevere, and give you marks that are infallible, 


Har. What are thoſe? 
Dor. I will renounce all the joys Thave i in friend(hij 


Har. Hold! tl h I wiſh you 3 I would no 
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Dor. To be with you I could live there: and ver 
end one thought to London. 

no le Har. What e er you ſay, I know all fn HighPark's a 
efart to you , and that no gallantry candraw you farther. 
Dor. That has been the utmoſt limit ot my love... 
Izut now my paſſion knows no bounds ,' and there's no 
meaſure to be taken of what Pl do for you, n 
thing T ever did before. 7 
Har. When ] hear you talk thus in Hampſhire 1 I ſhall 
begin to think there may be ſome truth inlarg d upon. 
Dor. Is this all... will 75 ou not promiſe me.. 

Har. L hate to promiſe ! What we do then is expected 
rom us, and 5 much of the eee it gs, | 
when it ſurprizes. 
it. Dor. May I not hope? 

Har. That depends on you, and not on me, and” tis | 
to no pats to forbid it, I Turns to Buſy. 
| Buſy, Faith, Madam, now I perceive the Gentleman 
loves} che den let him know your. mind, and en 
jour ſelves no longer. 

Har. Doſt think I have no ſenſe of modeſty ?., ; 
my Buy. Think, if you bg this , you may never have 
table Tor. opportunity. | 
than Har. May he hate me, (a curſe that frights me when : 

I ſpeak it I) if ever I do a thing againſt the es of 
we decency and honour. | 
e. Dor. [ Io Emilia. ] 1 am beholding to you for your 
me good intentions, Madam. 

7 Emil. I thought the concealing of our marriage from 
ber, might have done you hetter ſervice. . Ts 
Dor. Try her again 

Emil. What have you reſaly'd , Madam? The time 
draws near. 

Har. To be obſtinate and proteſt ly this marriage, 

Enter L. Toyynley in 8 
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a Smirt out of the cloſet. ¶ Smirk comes out Foy the ch 
Har. A Parſon! had you laid him in here 
Dor. 1 knew nothing of him. 

Har. Should it appear you did, your opinion of 0. 
calinels may coſt you dear, 


Enter O. Bellair, Y. Bellair, Medley 8 and L. boch e 
Woodvill. Me 

O. Bell. Out a Piſe! the cononical hour omollh 1 

| fiſter, is the man of God come? or 


T. Town. He waits your leiſure... 


0. Bell. By your favour, Sir. A.dod, a pretty Hen 1 
fellow ! What. may we call him? 1 
I. Town. Mr. Smirk! my Lady Biggors Chaplain, Harri 
- O. Bell A wiſe woman! a-dod ſhe is. The man wi ſtrai 
ſerve for the fleſh as well as the ſpirit. Pleaſe you, si ©. 
to commiſſion a young Lac to go to-bed * N 
Gods name? . Harry, 1 gre Al Th 
„„ Sit, By 
O. Bell. Out a piſe, ich oi your miſtreſs in yourban nd 7, 

- Smirk. Is this the Gentleman: „ant 
0. Bell. Yes, Sir! e ie 
Smirt. Are you not miſtaken, sir? EM with 
O. Bell. A-dod, I think not, Sir. 5 
Smirk. Sure you are, Sir?  _ 4 
O. Bell. You look as it you would forbid the 3 + 
Mr. Smirk; T hope you have no pretenſion to the Lady T 
Smirk. Wiſh him joy, Sir; 1 6 the g oodll me 


office to-day already. 8 pay 
O. Bell. Out a piſe, what do Ibear? end I 
T. Town. Never ſtorm, Brother, the truth is out. wit! 
O. Bell. How ſay you, Sir! is this your wedding day? 1 
Y. Bell, It is, Sir. WO 
0. Bell, And a. dod it ſhall be mine too; give me thy for 
| hand, ſweet-heart , [ To Emilia. ] what doſt thou mean? 
Cie me thy hand, I fay. [ Emil. kneels and Y. Bel. 
T. Town, Come, come, give her your bleſſing, this 
Is the woman your ſon lov'd, and is marry'd to. 
0. Bell. Ha! — cozen'd! and by your contrivance, 
| aer! L 


; ofn 
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T. Town. What would you 0 with her? She's a rogue 
and you can't abide her. 9.5 

Med, Shall I hit her a pat for you, Sir? 

O. Bell. A-dod, you are all __ and I never will 
forgive ou. | | 

T. Town, Whither! whither away ? 

Med. Let him go and cool a while, | 

T. Wood. [ To Dorimant. ] Here's a buſineſs broke out 
now, Mr. Courtage, I am made a fine. fool of. 


Dor. You ſee the old Gentleman knew nothing of it. 


T. Wood. I find he did not. I ſhall have ſome trick 
put upon me if I ſtay in this wicked Town any longer. 
3 dear ene! Where art wo ? II into the . 
ftraig t. 5 

0. Bell, A-dod, Madan, you ſhall hear me firſt.,, 

Enter Loveit and Belinda. _ 

Lov. Hither my Man dog'd him! 

Bell, Yonder he ſtands, my dear, | 

Lov. I ſee him... { Aſide. ] And with him the face 
that 8 undone me! Oh that I were but where I might 
throw out the anguiſh of my heart, here it muſt rage 
within and break it. 
T. Town. Mrs. Loveirlare you afraid to come forward? 

Lov. I was amaz d to ſee ſo much company yas. = 
a morning, the occaſion ſure is extraordinary... . 

Dor. Af de.] Loveit and Bellinda ! the Devil owes. 
me a ſhame ii , and I think never weill have done 
paying ; | 

Lov. Marry'd! dear - Emilia / how am 1 tranſported 
with the news? g 

Har. ¶ to Dorimant. ] Ilittle thought Emilia was the 
woman Mr. Bellair was in love with, . I'll * ber 
for not truſting me with the ſecret. 

Dor. How do you like Mrs. Loveit? 

5 Har. She's a fam'd Mrs. of yours I hear. 
Dor. She has been on occaſion! 


| O, Bell. A-dod, S | 


„3 T8 bs PT 
| . ol. Lou need make n mn more PO. Sir. 
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10 T HE MAN OF MODE; or, 
Emil. [ to Lovejt. ] The old Gentleman's exculng: "kim 

. felt ro my Lady Woodwil. 
Tov. Ha, ha, hal I never heard ofany ching ſo pleaſant. 
Har. She +extreamly overjay'd at ſomething. [ To Dar, 


Dor. At nothing, ſhe is one of thoſe 1 Ladies, 


who gayly fling themſelves about, and force a la 
when their aking hearts are full of diſcontent and malice. 

Tov. Oh Heav'n! I was never ſo near killing my {elf 

with laughing :. Mr. Dorimant'! are you a Brideman? 


T. Wood, Mr. Dorimanti i is this Mr. Dorimant, Madam? 


Tov. If you doubt it, your daughter can reſolve rn. 
I ſuppole. 
T. Wood. I am cheated tool baſely chenpdt- 
O. Bell. Out a pize, what's here, more knavery yet? 
. Wood. gs onm ö blefling come away . 
ou. 
7 Har. Dear mother) FR bs ſtay ind; hear mo. 5-5: 
Z. Wood. I am betray d, and thou art undone. I fear. 
Har. Do not fear it.. I have not, nor never will do 
| wy thing againſt my duty. . . Believe me, dear Mother, da. 
Dor. {-To Lov, ] | had truſted you with this ſecret, 
but that I knew the violence of your nature would ruine 
| my fortune, as now unluckily it has: I thank you, Madam. 
Lov. She's an Heireſs ] know, and very ric. 
Dor. To ſatisfy yoy, I muſt give up my intereſt wholly 


to my Love; had you been a reaſonable woman, Fg 


have ſecur d em both, and been happy. 
Tov. Vou might have truſted me with any Sion of 
this kind , you know you ght. Why did yougounter 
8 wrong name 
Dor, The ſtory is too long to tell you now, be ſatisffied, 
this is the buſinels;this is the maſque has kept me from j qu. 
Bell. He's tender of m y Honor: 4 though, be! oruel to 
my Lore. Aſide 
Lov. Was it na idle Minreſs then? 
Dor. Believe me a wife, to e theruines of. my 
eltate that needs it. | 
hou. The Wenke of this makes my giet hy 


th) 


Dor. Bellinda? 
Bell. Do not think! of clearing your ſelt with nne. it 
ie impoſſible . . Do all men break their words thus? 


Dor. Th'ertravagant words they ſpeak in love: tis a4 | 
unreaſonable to expect we ſhould perform all we pronuſs = 
then-, as do all wetlreatenwhen we are angry. . When 


I ſee you next... 
Bill, Take no notice of me, and 1 ſhall not hate you. 
Dor. How came you to Mrs. Loves? 


Bell. By a miſtake the chair: men made for want of 


my giving them directions. 
Dor. Twas a 8 one. We muſt meet ben. 
Bell. Never. N f 8 7 
Dor, Never? 
Bill. When we do, may l wks Abano you are oy 
T. Town. Men of Mr: Dorimants character, always 
ſuffer in the general opinion of the world. 
Med. You can make no judgm 


0. Bell, A. dod, be's in the right. 

Me. Beſides tis a common errour Ang women , 
to believe too well of them they know , and too il of 
them they don't. 

O. Bell. A- dod, he obſetves walls. | 

L. Town. Believe me, Madam, you will fad Mo, 
Dorimant as eivil a Gentleman 8 you thought Mr. 
ag, .n | 

Har, E you would but ter know him better. 

Z. Wood. You have a mind to know him better! Come 
Way.. You ſhall never ſee bim more. Fs | 

Har. Dear mother, flay... _ 

L. Wood. I wo not be conſenting to_your gehe. 

Har. Were my fortune in your power. | 

L. Woed. Your perſon is. 

Har. Could I be difobedient [ might dle K eme 
yours , and put it into his. 


Z. Wood. Tis chat you would beat. .. 
| 63 135 


ks Derimant. 
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lig lter on my ſoul; but 1 ſhall never more be bfpy. 


ent of a vritty man from 
common fame, conſidering the prevailing any Madam. | 
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162 THE MAN OF MODE; op, 
Far. I cannot deny it: I would, ee will nary 
any other man. 
I. Wood. Is this the duty that you promis d ? 
Ear. But I will never marry him againſt your will. 
T. Wood. She knows the way to melt my heart, 
[46 de.] Upon your ſelf light your undoing. { To Har. 
+, Med. | To O. Bell. ] Come, Sir, you have not the hear 
= any longer to refuſe your bleſſing, | 
0. Bell. A-dod, I ha? not... Riſe, and God bleſs you 7 
| both. . make much of her Harry, ſhe deſerves thy il *© 
p 


kindneks .. . A-dod firrah , did not think it had been in 


| 5 thee. > = A To Emilia, 
Enter Sir erlag and his Pages. 15 3 p 
Sir Fop. "Tis a damn'd windy day: Hey Page! Is my 4 
perriwig right? thi: 
Page. A little out of order, Sir! . tro! 
Sir Fop. Pox o'this apartment, it want's an n | 4 
ber to adjuſt ones ſelf in · ¶ To Loveit» ] Madam! I came y 


rom your houſe, and your Servants directed me hither, al 
Lows I will g give order hereafter they ſhall direct you . 


eee anc 
Sir Fo. I he great fatiafaction 1 had in the mail af : 
Right has given me much diſquiet ſince, — ar 
Tov. *Tis likely to give me more than I defire. bel] 
Sir Fo. What the Devil makes her ſo reſerv'd ? Am a. 

1 guilty of an indiſcretion, Madam? | tw 
Tov. You will be of a great one, if you contiiiue our "wi 
Miltake, . | . 
Sir Fop Samething puts you out of humour. „ 


Lov. The moſt fooliſn inconſiderable wg chat ever did. 


Sir Fop» Is it in my power? . 
Tov- To hang or drown i it: do one of em, . trouble and 
me no more. wo 
Sir Fop, Shou geri ite, Madam: 5 Medley, where's 1 


Dorimant ? + : tho 
Mew: Methinks the Lady has not made you choſe ad- | 
Vances 


er ; FLUTTER, 26} Fo 
vances to-day ſhe did laſt night, Sir Fopling + . 


Sir Fop- Prithee do not talk of her. 

| Med. She would be a bonne fortune. 

Sir Fo = Not to me at preſent. 

Med, How ſo? 

Sir Fop. An intrigue now would be but 2 temptation 


to me to throw away that vigour on one which I mean 
ſhall ſhortly make my court to the whole ſex ina ballet. 


Med. Wiſely conſider d, Sir Fopling. 


Sir Fop. No one Woman i is worth - the loſs of a eu 


in a caper-/ 
' Med. Not when tis ſo War defign'd. 
T. Wood. Mr. Dorimant , every one has ſpoke ſo muck 


in your behalf, that I can no longer 5 but was in 


the wrong · 
Lov. There's nothing but falſchood and i ne l 
this world! all men are villains or fools; take example 


trom my misfortunes. Bellinda, if thau would be happy, a 


give thy ſelf wholly up to goodneſs. 


Har. | to Loveit.] Mr. Drrimant has been your God 
almighty long enough, tis time to think of another. 
Tov. Jeer d by her! I will lock my ſelf up in my houſe. 
and never ſee the world again. 
Har. A Nunnery is the more faſhionable place for ſuch 
a retreat, and has been the fatal conſequenceof many a 


belle paſſion. 


Eos, Hold heart! till T ger home! ſhould 1 anſwer, 
*twould make her triumph greater. [ 1 going out. 


Dor. Your hand, Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop. Shall I wait upon you, Madam ? | 
Tov. N ot e as mae Devils take thee. 


[Ex. 79 
* Dirimant? 1 pronounce thy reputation clear , | 


and henceforward when I would know any 3 of 
woman, I will conſult no arher'oracle« 


Sir Fop. Stark mad, by all thar's handſome! Dorimant , 


thou haſt engag d me in a pretty buſineſs. 
Per. I have not leiſure now to alk about ie 


Me 1 5 
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104 THE MAN OF MODE; ar, 
0. Bell. Out a pize what does this man of mode do 
e agen? 
T. Town He Il be an excellentebterieliahent within, Bro- 
ther, & is luckily come toraiſe the mirthof the Company. 
L Wood: Madam, I take my leave of „ a 
T. Tytun. What do you mean, Madam? 115 
L. Wood: To go this afternoon part of my way to 
Hartly.,* | 
-  O. Bell. A-dod you ſhall ty and dine firſt! come we 
will all be good friends, and you ſhall give Mr. Dori. 
mant leave to wait upon you and your daughter in the 


country. 


Z. Wood. If his occaſions bring him that way, I have 
now fo good ah opinion ot him, he ſhall be welcome 
Har. To a great rambling lone houſe, that looks as 
it were not inhabited, the tamily's ſo ſmall; there you'll 
find my Mother, an old lame aunt, and my felf, Sir, 
_ perch'd upon chairs at a diſtance in a large parlour; fits 
ting moping like three. or four melancholy birds im a ſpa- 
dfous vollery. . Does not this ſtapger your reſclution ? 
Dor. Not at all; Madam! the firſt time I faw_ you, 
you left me with the pangs of love upon me, and this 
day my foul has quite given up her liberty. = 
Har. This is more diſm̃al than the country. Emilia! 
Pity me, who am going to that ad place, Methinks 
hear the hateful noiſe of rooks already... Kaw... Kaw .. 
Kaw ...There's muſick in the worſt Cry. i m London: My 
dill and eueumbers to pickle. 
90. Bell. Siſter, knowing of this matter, hope you 
have provided us ſeme good chear. 
T. Ten. 1 have, Brother, and the fiddles too. 
0. Bull. Let em ſtrike up then; the young Lady ſhall 
have a dance before ſhe rene. { Dance. 5 | 
| [. Aſier the dance. 
So no o well i in, 2nd make this an amt weddingday . 


"And if theſe honeft n rejoyre, [To ie Pitt.” 


A. ded the FO has made a hatry choice, Ex. rl. 7 
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. * Wi ts fach monfirans Fools "ED So | 
M They ſeem d not of Heav'ns making but their owns. 
Thoſe nauſeous Harlequins in farce may paſs 

But there goes more to u ſubſtantial Aſs ! 
Something of man muſt ke expos'd to view, 
That , Gallants , they may more + Rs vou. 
Sir Fopling is a Fool ſo nicely writ , ES | 
The Ladies wowd-miftake him for a Wit I 
And when he ſongs, talks loud , e& cars, n, 
1'vow methinks he's pretty company 3 
So britk , ſo gay, ſo travel'd, * rend, 
As he took pains to graff upon his kind. 
True Fops help natures work, and go to ſchool, 
To file and feilt God. a migbeys Fool. 
ret none Sir Fopling him, or on can call; 
He's Knight 0'th' ſhire , and repreſenis ye all. 
From each he meets; he culls Wi — ber he can, | 
Legion s his name, à people in a Man. 
His-bulky folly gather: as it goes, | 
And, rolling 0're you ; like à Snoꝛu- ball growes. 
His various modes from various fathers: follow , 
One taught the toſs, and one the new French wallow, 
His ſtword- not, this, his cravat , this defirn'd, © 


p 


And this, the yard long ſnake. he #warls behind, 
From one the ſacre4 perrituig he guin d, 


Which wind ne er blew, nor touch of hat pron, 


 Anothers diving bow: he did adore, 


Which , with a hg, caſts all the hair before: 
Till he with full decorum brings it back 5 


And riſes with a water ſpaniel ſbals. : 
As for his Songs (the Ladies dear delight 55 | 50 


Thoſe ſure he took from moſt of yu. who carte; 
Zet every man is ſafe frum what he feard, £ | 
Cap nn i * 17 _ - grep 7 
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